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RARE MOVIES ON VIDEOTAPE 


Erotica! Horror! Giallo! Blaxploitation! 
Spaghetti Western! Rock-N-Roll! Euro-trash! More!! 


CULT MOVIES ON DVD 


Santo! Dolemite! Jess Franco! Mexican horror! More!! 


HARD TO FIND CD'S AND LP'S 


Imported soundtracks! Strange music! Used LP’s! 


ORIGINAL MOVIE POSTERS, 
STILLS, AND LOBBY-CARDS 


Domestic and foreign exploitation and B-movies! 
BOOKS, MACS, TOYS & CRAP 
HOME OF THE UBANJIS 
junkka ROKN 


PLEASE VISIT OUR WEBSITE AT www.trashpalace.com 
email us at: brian@trashpalace.com call us at (new number!): 301-698-9556 
NEW ADDRESS!!: TRASH PALACE, P.O. BOX 1972, FREDERICK, MD 21702-0972 
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FROM THE 1970's 


Lueky Banana CE" 


DEEP THROAT, DEBBIE DOGS DALLAS. 
DEVIL IN MISS JONES, TABOO, 
... AND MANY, MANY MORE! 
FRENCH IMPORT DVD - NTSC - ALL REGION -74 MIN. 
$19.98 plus shipping* available only from 


P.O. BOX 1972, FREDERICK, MD, 21702-0972 
or CALL US AT 301-698-9556 


n please visit our website at WWW.TRASHPALACE.COM 
& Canada, $9.00 everywhere else. Void where prohibited. Videotape coming soot 
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_ Fiction: 
| Last Betrayal by Gene Stewart 
The Completist by Stephen Dedman 
Columns: i ; 
On Manor’s Mind by Stately Wayne Manor 
_ Rat Stew By Gene Stewart 
* PS's PAGE!!!! How to have chicks eating out 
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_ Comics 
= “Falsies” by Abby Denson 
_ Reviews: 
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“I consider America responsible for that 
shame of our age: the glorification of work, 
that stupid ideology which has engendered 
the idea of material progress and the dis- 
dain of every utopia or poetry tending 

; : toward the perfection of the human soul... 
cannot help opposing those influences....with} 
_ the most violent lunge foward, the idea, and ¥ 
the most creative of actions-idleness.” 


-Tristan Tzara 
(b. 1896, Moinesti, Romania 
- d. December 1963, 
Paris, France) 


Ten years. Ten long years since we started this crazy little 
thing called Brutarian. A publishing venture undertaken with 
much hope. We didn’t expect to make money. Didn’t really 
want to make money. We just wanted to play with all the other 
kids. And maybe get something back from our readers to pay 
for the costs of printing. We didn’t envision any problems; we 
thought all things were possible as we were in the middle of 
the “zine revolution.” 


God! We were so much younger then. We’re older than that 
now. Older and poorer. More on that later. First, a few words 
about that “zine revolution.” 


It’s over. Has been for some time now. Oh sure, you can still 
find dozens of little publications at alternative media outlets. 
Back then though, in June of 1991, when Brutarian, like a 
rough beast slouched toward an indifferent printer to be born, 
there were hundreds, nay, thousands, of badly xeroxed and 
haphazardly stapled zines to choose from. 


So what happened? Where did they all go? Well, to begin with, 
major media concerns took notice of the burgeoning interest in 
fringe music, literature, film, politics, metaphysics, etc. and 
co-opted it. While the likes of USA Today, The Washington 
Post and The Village Voice were hailing the emergence of the 
publishing underground, mass market magazines were taking 
notes and mounting a subtle campaign of coercion. Hey kids, 
no need to send off a dollar in stamps for Sub Human, the zine 
of bizarre cinema and kulchur, when Fangoria will be rolling 
out its new weird: pop zine. The alternative music scene in 
Albany? Rolling Stone has that covered. You say you have an 
interest in radical politics and conspiracy theories? Well, it’s 
bunk, really, but we’ll give it some play in The Nation and The 
New Yorker. Forget about those temp clerks spending most of 
their paychecks to clue you in on President Bush’s connections 
to the drug cartels; we’ve got you covered. 


You get the idea: give the adventurous reader just enough cov- 
erage of the outre to allow them to think they’re hip and well 
informed and then ram the pablum down their throat. After 
awhile, your audience comes to like the pap, i.e. , the stuff 
pushed by the big corporations, and this in turn allows Rolling 
Stone, Premiere, The New York Times et al, to devote more 
space to ads championing this worthless bosh. Yes, let us 
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A Letter From Your Editor And Bestest Pal. 
Welcome to the lovely world of Kapitalism.................. 


together beat the drums for Britney Spears. Bow heads before 
George Lucas. All hail our newest, bestest national hero, 
George Dubya Bush! This co-option was a terrible blow (as 
were the ever increasing costs of paper and postage) but the 
coup de grace came with a scheme cooked up by the major dis- 
tributors and large publishing houses. The idea dazzled with 
its simplicity: Cut overhead by distributing only the magazines 
with large circulations. There’s more money to be made, after 
all, by selling a lot of a few things than by selling a few of a 
lot of things. Less paperwork. Fewer accountants to employ. 


A brilliant concept, no? The execution of said concept was 
even more so. Here’s how AOL-Time-Warner and their min- 
ions did it: 


Knowing that publications of small circulation stayed afloat 
through sales agreements with independent businesses, the 
major distributors went to the mom- and-pop concerns, as well 
as the larger ones like Tower, and said: “Hey, we'll make it 
easier for you. You won’t have to spend hours on the phone 
talking to Boing Boing Magazine and Brutarian. We'll let our 
fingers do the walking and it won’t cost you a cent. Every 
month, all the publications you know and love will show up 
in well-wrapped boxes on your doorstep. After that, you take 
it from there. What’s more, unlike in the past, you don’t have 
to pay for anything up front. Just send us our take of what you 
actually sell.” 


Well, who could argue with a deal like that? No one, of course. 
So without being informed or advised, zines found their cash 
supply suddenly cut off. This cleared out a lot of “garbage” 
almost immediately as many zines were hand-to-mouth affairs 
dependent on the few meager dollars that came their way 
every two weeks or so. 


That still left a lot of detritus. Step two had the distributors 
tearing up the retailers’ order lists and substituting copies of 
titles of large circulation for titles with nominal circulation. 
Thus, Whacky Wecods discovered, much to their surprise 
when opening their boxes of magazines, ten extra copies of 
Juxtapose in place of Art Rant. Whacky Wecods, and thou- 
sands of retailers like them, not seeing Art Rant in their deliv- 
eries, assumed the zine had gone out of business. Art Rant, in 
turn, found themselves suddenly inundated with boxes of the 


sweat-of-their-brow marked: RETURN TO SENDER. 


Calls to the independent stores had zines being told to talk to 
the distributor. The zines taking this information at face value, 
called the distributor. And called.-And called. And called. 


Some zines, like Brutarian, hung on as they were popular in 
the underground and independent stores and retailers contin- 
ued to call for them. Distributors couldn’t tell all these busi- 
nesses to go fuck themselves so they had to continue to move 
this product. 


Not that they wanted to. There just wasn’t much profit to be 
made in shipping and handling 300 copies of Brutarian maga- 
zine. What to do? How do we get rid of these losers who just 
can’t be made to understand that there’s a war on and they’re 
on the losing side? 


By using the thin edge of the wedge, otherwise known as the 
“take-it-or-leave-it” contract. And it was with this iron-fist- 
inside-the-velvet-glove ploy, this contract of adhesion, that the 
distributors effectively ended the underground publishing rev- 
olution. Never mind, that as a non-negotiable legal instrument 
it wouldn’t have held up in a single court in the land; the dis- 
tributors were the only game in town and simply weren’t wor- 
ried about getting sued by some guy trying to push five hun- 
dred issues of something calling itself Murder Can Be Fun. 


What the “contract” stipulated was that the distributor had 
five months - a lifetime for an independent publisher - after 
receipt of their zine, to pay. In the interim, if the zine publish- 
er was foolish enough to ship them another issue, they could 
charge against what was owed, returns from any other issue. 
Thus, unless there was a sudden huge demand for the zine 
(unlikely, as the distributor refused to mention the zine in the 
advertising circulars sent to retailers) money never changed 
hands. Zines were left in the lurch without so much as a thin 
dime. An accounting would be sent every so often, showing 
that yes, indeed, three hundred copies of issue one had sold but 
in the interim, two hundred copies of issue two and three hun- 
dred copies of issue two had been returned. Therefore, the 
publisher actually “owed” the distributor their cut on one hun- 
dred magazines. With more issues being returned each and 
every minute of each and every day. So, even though the dis- 
tributor had sold, had made money off the sale of hundreds of 
copies of Brutarian, for example, by the distributor’s bizarre 
and Byzantine accounting procedures, Brutarian was actually 
in the hole to them. To pay them back, Brutarian had to pub- 
lish another issue, which in turn would result in more returns 
and more money owed. In literature this is known as Catch- 
22. In the language of the streets, in the patois of the common 
man, this is called “stealing.” The magazine distribution indus- 
try politely euphemizes this as “standard business practice.” 

People will say, after reading the above, that it’s all sour 
grapes, pointing to zines that have made it such as 
Psychotronic and Maximum Rock ‘n’ Roll. We say, with all 


due respect, that you don’t know shit from shinola, as maga- 
zines like these are nothing more than subtle forms of adver- 
tising employed by businesses to move product. No question, 
that the advertisers in Your Flesh and Tail. Spins and 
Psychotronic are small; nevertheless, they’re paying top dol- 
lar to advertise and Mr. Weldon, the brains behind the latter, is 
returning the favor by pushing the product with favorable 
reviews. In the case of punk zines like Maximum Rock ‘n’ 
Roll and Your Flesh, the magazines cleverly disguise their 
sycophancy by allowing a few negative reviews to sneak into 
each issue. Which is fine by the record and book companies as 
they’re sending dozens of discs and books to be reviewed. 
Said companies ain’t going to complain when nine out of the 
ten pieces mailed get two thumbs up. 


Ten years. Ten long honest years. We’ve made a lot of mis- 
takes but we’ve always tried to tell you what we really think. 
That means we’ll never make money because most concerns 
refuse, and will continue to refuse, to advertise with us. We’re 
told it’s not cost effective. Meaning: until you start telling the 
world how wonderful our worthless crap is then we’re just 
going to ignore you and tell everyone we know to ignore you. 


T.S. Eliott once said, in response to his wife’s criticism that his 
privately published magazine, The Criterion, had only two 
hundred readers, “Well, yes, my dear, but they are the right 
two hundred readers.” We feel the same way; however, kindly 
allow us to add that the rest of you can go fuck yourselves. 
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How to have chicks eatmg 


I always hear guys. say they don’t understand us girls (I’m 
rolling my eyes as I write this!). Of course it doesn’t help that 
our society is so insistent on forcing us to believe that men and 
women are so totally completely different that they might as 
well be two altogether different species! And I really hate that 
popular magazines always offer “How to please a man” how- 
to columns intended for us supposedly nagging and clueless, 
teddy bear loving, Hallmark-cards craving, biological-clock- 
ticking-women! y i 


But the truth, at least as far as I have seen, is that what men and 
women both want isn’t so different from each other after all. 
Part of the problem, I believe, is that the way we are raised 
creates within us very distinct ideas about what men and 
women are about and want, whether things really are that way 
or not. For example, when all media genres geared towards 
women bombard us with imagery that men show their love by 
buying them jewelry, teddy bears, flowers and chocolate, is it 
any wonder that after years of receiving those kinds of mes- 
sages we are trained to hope for and expect these things from 
the men we love as proof of their love for us? 


Men, on the other hand, are taught that all the very things 
women are trained to want as proof of their love are just sissy- 
ish, dumb rites (of passage) men must succumb to and endure 
if they want to get laid (did I hear someone say “overglorified 
prostitution”?!) After all, don’t men have better things to do 
with their time than think too much about pleasing women 
(which they are taught is totally unmasculinely un-kool)- 
y know like keeping Budweiser in business and seeing who 
can fart the loudest in a circle jerk with their best male friends 
while watching “the game”?! (Gosh! No wonder men are too 
busy for truly stupid stuff like “feelings!” Do I sound bitter? 
Well maybe I AM! ha!) And all women ever wanna do is go 
shopping, right?! (well actually that probably is pretty true!). 


We are pathetically stuck in robotic gender roles that not only 
mock us to our faces but don’t even do us justice as intelligent, 
thinking human beings and yet we adhere to them as though 
God himself said so- not that I even believe in capital G- GOD 
but that’s a whole other article! Doesn’t anyone see that by 
unquestioningly buying into this stuff we are also buying right 
into our given roles as capitalist slaves? (Hel- lo!) With con- 
cepts such as “divide and conquer,” consider how groups who 
are enticed into being separate are weaker than a collective 
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whole and thus easier to manipulate into buying more useless 
crap! What’s sad about all this is that after twenty, or however 
many years it took for us to learn this shit, it'll probably take 
at least another twenty or so years for us to unlearn it (unless 
of course you are a member of the smaller, luckier bunch who 
never learned it in the first place!) At which point who can say 
for sure if it'll even matter anymore considering that we are 
also taught youth equals being desirable and if you’re middle 
aged or older and haven’t gotten oodles of plastic surgery you 
might as well be dead! 


Here then are some typical.male wants and needs as compiled 
from various lame mainstream publications such as Cosmo 
and I’m about to show you why I think women really only 
want their own version of the same thing that men do-not any- 
thing too extremely and obscurely different. Maybe by keep- 
ing stuff like this in mind, instead of having total and utter con- 
tempt for one another, we can have more compassion and 
understanding of one another thereby increasing positive rela- 
tions between the sexes! 


#1 Blow jobs 


According to most articles about male/female relations, it 
seems like the number one thing you hear guys complaining 
about time and time again is not getting enough oral sex from 
their women (does anyone have a violin and a hankie I can 
borrow?!). And to take it one step further....that there is no 
such thing as too many blow jobs- as far as men are concerned. 
We are also told that men especially love women who swal- 
low. The logic being that if a woman is willing to suck a guy's 
dick she's showing acceptance of his manhood while if she 
goes so far as to actually swallow (gasp!) then she's basically 
showing she worships him to boot! And yet guys seem to have 
a peculiar double standard when it comes time to pleasing their 
women orally. Not ALL guys, of course, but many guys I’ve 
met seem pretty sgueamish about going down on us chicks! 
(Why is that I wonder?) I once had a boyfriend who thought 
foreplay meant sticking his finger up my twat twice and then 
running to the sink to wash and sterilize his hands afterwards 


(NOT a good feeling!) as if my pussy juice contained some 


kind of flesh-eating enzymes! 


How do guys get off thinking that women don't want and need 
the same kind of genital acceptance and appreciation they do 


to feel secure? Not that we want you to pretend to enjoy some- 
thing if you really hate it cuz it really is all in the vibe. A guy 
who’s only half assed eating us out is almost worse than not 
getting eaten out by him at all! We only end up feeling 
ashamed, dirty, gross (thanks a lot!), etc. How does it make 
YOU feel when you ask for a blow job and the lady you’re 
with looks at your cock as though it’s some kind of infested, 
festering sore?! Furthermore, as you guys can probably also 
attest to, there’s nothing quite like the feeling you get when 
someone eats you out as if they were starving and you were 
their last meal! 


So if you really want to enchant your woman keep this in the 
front of your mind. If you don’t like eating girls out, LEARN 
to like it! And then don’t just eat your lady out in the bedroom! 
Show her that you crave her pussy so much that you can’t even 
wait to get back to the bedroom! Surprise her with impromptu 
licks in unusual places! 


Ideas?: the bathroom at your parents house while they’re wait- 
ing for you to come to dinner, on the sofa while in the middle 
of watching a movie, in the shower, in the car, pretty much any 
of the places you would love to get your dick sucked -use your 
(overactive) imagination! The other perk of keeping your 
woman orally happy?....that she'll feel much better about 
doing the same for you! (There! Now everybody's happy!) 


#2 Sex 


Now that we're on the topic of some things sexual, I guess we 
might as well go all the way! 


I have a whole lot to say about sex but Pll try not to go over- 
board, since the subject is already pretty played out as it is. 
(Not to say it isn't a worthwhile topic, of course!) 


Supposedly, men are way more into sex than us chicks (or so 
they tell us) and that it's like pulling teeth to get women to 
want it as much as they do! Not only do I think that's the 
biggest pile of male centered ego-centric rubbish I've ever 
heard but T'd even go as far as to say women are: way more 


many guys I’ve known who could not even come close to 
keeping up with my libido! If there is ever a time when 
women are indifferent to sex, I hate to say it, but it's probably 
your fault! If you take her for granted in any way whatsoever, 
it won't take long for a chick to not feel like fucking you. Here 
are a few of the most common ways men get girls pissed at 
them in case you were wondering !: 


a.) Insensitively gawking at and ogling other women around 
her and talking endlessly about how hot certain celebrity 
females are-This should be common sense but a surprising 
number of guys just don't get it, do stuff like this all the time 
and then wonder why us chicks get so bitchy with them! Put it 
this way....there are tons of hot, sexy, very beautiful women in 
the world, we all know this! But remember,too, that there are 


also tons of hot, sexy, beautiful men in the world as well. And 
so let’s now turn the tables for a moment- how would it make 
you feel if your girlfriend was constantly talking about other 
men they are attracted to? You can lie and say you’re secure 
enough with yourself that it wouldn’t bother you the least lit- 
tle bit but if that were really true you wouldn’t be openly 
gawking over other women in front of your girlfriend in the 
first place! Guys and gals alike want to feel that if you’re with 
them it’s because you want to be and that you’re not constant- 
ly comparing them to others (you may not be intending to 
compare us to someone else but if you’re gawking that’s 
inevitably how we end up feeling). And if you are such a pig 
that you can’t help yourself from acting like a pig then maybe 
you should do us all a favor and don’t have a fucking girlfriend 
to begin with! 


b.) Being selfish in bed- 


We chicks can handle it once in a while if you come and then 
roll over and fall asleep before making sure we’re happy too 
but if that’s what you do the majority of the time you’re with 
us we’ll really resent you and end up wanting to fuck a blow- 
up farm animal-or your best friend-pretty much anyone more 
than you! 


In Buddhism there’s a thing known as one-pointed attention 
which is basically just another way of saying BE HERE NOW 
(in the present moment). It’s good to try and be present in 
everything you do but especially so far as sex is concerned! 


NEWSFLASH! Women want to get off (come) as much as you 
do and when we don’t, we definitely have our own version of 
blue balls! Frustrating! 


In sex it takes two to tango. If all you care about is getting off 
then just go masturbate and leave us chicks alone for chris- 
sakes! 


Another thing I hear a lot is that guys crave more variety in 
bed. Is that so?! Well here’s a little tip for you!!: Whatever it 
is you want, sexual or otherwise, try giving it first and then see 
if you don’t also get what you want! Yes! The golden rule! It’s 
magical! These things do go both ways y’know! 


One last note on being selfish in bed....Believe it or not,there 
are actually guys out there who can’t or won’t have sex and not 
only won't try to help themselves but will expect you to stay 
faithful to them in spite of their misogynistic power trip and/or 
penile dysfunction. Guys who, when they do find out you're 
getting your needs met elsewhere when they themselves are 
withholding sex from you, push all the blame off on you and 
then never talk to you again! It’s probably best just not to deal 
with guys like this. But that's easier said than done when you 


- happen to be in love with one of them! If you are one of these 


kinds of guys maybe you should stop assuming chicks will be 
satisfied being celibate with you! Be a real man and get your- 
self some help and in the meantime realize that there's more to 
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sex and other things you can do besides fucking! Again, it all 
boils down to paying attention, being present and simple 
mindfulness! 


#3 Men want sex, women want relationships (groan!)- 


Big crock of shit! And I’m here to shatter that myth once and 
for all! The truth is: sometimes men want only sex and some- 
times they want a relationship just like sometimes women 
want only sex and sometimes they want a relationship. And 
NO it’s not fucking true that women can’t have sex without 
falling in love! So please get that through your thick masculine 
skulls!(thank you!) 


In fact, I’ve had more than a few guys preface our supposedly 
strictly physical interactions by saying they don’t want a rela- 
tionship either only to end up psychotically trying to be my 
boyfriend after a few rolls in the hay! So guys aren’t immune 
to the same exact shit we chicks are always getting accused of 
just cuz they’re guys! (duh!). 


#4 Women smother men and don’t let them have their 
space- 


If you feel that a chick is smothering you do you ever stop to 
ask yourself why that may be happening? Sure it’s easy to just 
shrug it off as being her problem but if you’re a good guy who 
really cares, it may be in your best interest to try and find out 
what’s going on with her. (I find that people usually get clingy 
when they’re feeling insecure about where they stand and how 
you feel about them- try thinking about times when you’ve 
been clingy and why!) and then give her the reassurance she 
needs the same way I’m sure you'd like to be done for you if 
the shoe was on the other foot. But aside from that, understand 
that women need their personal space just as much as you do! 
And space is just good for love all around! With it you get the 
chance to miss each other now and then which I feel helps 
keep love and sex exciting! It takes strength and confidence to 
respect the need for space. Space really is the place! 


#5 Romance- 


Men are supposedly too cool and of course masculine to want 
anything to do with romance and often cringe even hearing the 
word. The thing is, to us chicks romance is just another word 
for “attention.” You can’t just tell us we’re pretty once, for 
example, and never say it again. We need constant updates 
because-SURPRISE!- we’re insecure, too, JUST LIKE YOU! 
Otherwise it’s easier for us to jump to the conclusion that you 
might’ve lost interest since the last time you told us-even if it 
was only yesterday! Even if we know we’re hot and even if 
tons of people let us know that all the time it’s still not the 
same as hearing it from the guy we really dig, YOU! Even bet- 
ter than mere words is showing your attention through action! 
What kind of action? Oh, it could be any number of things, 
however the more offbeat, spontaneous and unique, the better! 


And no it doesn’t have to be something complicated or expen- 
sive. In fact, sincerity is pretty much the only standard we need 
to be swept off our feet over and over again! 


I went out with this guy once who wasn’t very good at verbal- 
izing his feelings for me at all which sometimes did make me 
feel like he just wasn’t that into me but he usually made up for 
it by doing spur of the moment little things when I least 
expected it. Like this one time in the summer we were walk- 
ing down the street here in Brooklyn. I don’t even remember 
where we were going but we had just gotten back from spend- 
ing an awesome day together at the beach. As we were walk- 
ing, he suddenly grabbed me and pushed me down into a patch 
of grass next to the sidewalk we were walking on and kissed 
me like crazy all over my face and lips as the cars continued to 
whiz by us in the street next to us. The combination of the 
unexpectedness of the situation and the excitement of the 
unusual circumstances was totally exhilarating and hot! A sim- 
ple gesture really- it didn’t cost a thing nor did'it require hours 
of painstaking planning- but it is something I will never forget! 


Other things we girls like- 


More than receiving actual material objects the real reason us 
girls love to get gifts from guys is because of the symbolism 
involved- that you had us on your mind! Even better are pres- 
ents picked out specifically with us in mind mixed with a 
hearty dose of adventure and especially a sense of humor! 


So instead of just getting her any old flowers they have at the 
corner deli why not go one step further and get her her favorite 
kind of flowers? ; 


Or a whole big bunch of colorful plastic ones?! 


Instead of a boring ‘ol box of chocolates why not make her 
homemade cookies (or pot brownies!) instead?! 


Instead of a predictably cliched, cheesy candlelight dinner 
why not a surprise candlelight picnic at the beach after a 
whole long day of fun in the sun? 


The possibilities really are endless if only you are willing to 
use your brain a bit! (And yes I know that may be pretty hard 
for some of you!). 


If you love us you never stop doing this sort of stuff for us and 
we’ ll stay your one and only goddess forever! 


The end! 


Check out P5!'s website for her zine PUSSY! 

at http://www.p5spussymagazine.com/ 

Also check out the website for the band MZ.Pakman 
at http://mzpakman.tripod.com/ 


You know what gets on my 
nerves--besides, of course, 
everyone and everything? 
People read my columns, invari- 
ably want the unegualled thrill 
of meeting me, and, when my 
attempts to avoid them fail, the 
devotees expect me to be nice! 


p by 
Stately Wayne 
Manor 


Nice? How friggin' dense does a person have to be not to com- 
prehend that a columnist who claims he prefers the term "use- 
less beings" over "human beings"--or at least that's how it was 
supposed to read--just might be a tad sociopathic? In 17 years 
as a professional writer, I've never ONCE expressed anything 
but contempt for the general public; yet, apparently, in some 
instances, not a single syllable has sunk in. Not one! 


Let me ask the guilty parties: Are you under the impression 
this is all some sort of elaborate facade? "Oh, he's involved in 
pro wrestling. Those guys are always putting on an act." 


Is that so? Did it ever cross your mind that the King Of 
Columnists got into the King Of Sports because (a) I thor- 
oughly enjoy watching people get pummeled, (b) I wanted to 
learn more ways to injure others, and (c) it's the only business 
in the galaxy where they would actually pay me to convey my 
views on the inferiority of the populace? Does that sound like 
the mindset of someone who is "putting on an act"? 


You know what I felt on September 11th? Nothing. Not numb- 
ness due to the shock of the events, but genuine nothing. I did 
eventually get a kick out of coming up with a joke about the 
in-flight movie on Air Afghanistan being The Towering 
Inferno, but that's about it. Now, if I wasn't moved by the 
drama of that day, does it make any sense that I would be 
excited about meeting a total stranger who thinks we should be 
pals just because he reads my columns...and, to top it off, 
clearly doesn't "get it"?!? 


If you too fail to get it, here are some further hints regarding 
the sort of "nice guy" I am. 


I enjoy: standing behind a pinochle player who's about to 
throw a card onto the table; making a disapproving grunt; tak- 


ON MANOR'S MIND 


ing another card from his hand and tossing it instead; then, 
after the move backfires, informing the chump I don't know 
how to play the game. I am saddened when a school bus has 
a fatal crash*-and I learn there were empty seats. 


I dig veal, primarily because it's the closest one can (legally) 
come to eating babies. 


As Powerslam readers know, when George Harrison croaked, 
I made up a T-shirt with a picture of The Beatles on it, and 
added lettering stating "Two down, two to go." It went very 
well with my mock tabloid front page featuring a picture of 
Diana's car crash and the fake headline "Princess Die." 


When I walk into a room where a,crowd is intently watching a 
suspenseful movie, I like to pretend I've already seen the flick; 
go, "Whoa, this is a great movie...,"; then point to a randomly 
selected onscreen character and continue, ":..and I was really 
surprised he dies at the end." 


I am all for restoring the military draft and a subsequent 
bloody war whereby as many Gen-Xers as possible get wiped 
out. Can't wait to see a bunch of brats who spend hours daily 
gloating over how many they've killed in a Playstation game 
squawk about being "conscientious objectors." Plus, the less of 
them, the more of their ex-girlfriends for me. (Also can't wait 
to hear the gals who are so adamant about equality of the sexes 
rationalize how it shouldn't apply when it comes to being 
forced into the Army 
and given the oppor- 
tunity to step on a 
land mine in some 
foreign cesspool.) 


Besides, a generation 
whose primary preoc- 
cupation is self-pity 
should embrace a 
draft. Think of all the new reasons you'll have to whine! 
"Deeyood, this drill instructor wouldn't even let us wear nipple 
rings on the obstacle course. It is like so not fair." 


Oh, I beg your forgiveness, kids. I forgot you are the first ones 
brought into a crappy world. Bad day, eh? What's the matter, 
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mommy inform 
you, from here 
on out, you're 
going to have to 
pay half your cell 
phone bill? 


Hey, Cryin' 
Brian, snap out 
of it. Those of us 
‘in the Blank 
Generation spent 
our wonder years 
watching casual- 
ties of war and 
riots on TV 
every single 
night, and sweat- 
ing the distinct 
possibility that, 
when we turned 
18, the govern- 
ment would ship 
us off to Vietnam 
then return to bag 
what was left of our bodies. The hippie-dippy era of peace, 
love and cheap highs was over before our time, we didn't even 
get any free sex out of it, and we were pissed and paranoid. 
Just what do you think inspired the punk movement, anyway, 
too much bliss and goodwill? 


Granted, Nam fell before most of us got out of school (though 
we still faced a military draft lottery). But that doesn't change 
the fact it sure appeared there was a very REAL monster in our 
immediate future, not just gloomy scenarios dreamt up by 
weepy shoe gazers. Bloodied by the cops on a street corner or 
by Commies in a swamp--that rosy prospect for tomorrow is 
what inspired nail-biting back then. Today, you’re bummed 
out because, what, Burt Cocaine isn't here to guide you any- 
more? 


Hey, now there's a real role model. "Boohoohoo, I've got plat- 
inum albums, worldwide fame, more income than a diamond 
mine, a sexbomb old lady, throngs hailing me as a genius and 
respect within my profession. Okay, I signed with Geffen 
Records instead of getting a regular job, but (sniff sniff) I 
never wanted to be a rock star, y'know. I better do this buck- 
shot bong." Yeah, Kurt, it must've really sucked having 
EVERY SINGLE THING IN THE WORLD I WANTED when 
I was your age and had a gig climbing down manholes to place 
blocks of rat poison for the local municipality...jackass. 


Now, where was I? Oh, yeah...If one's "research" consisted of 
more than watching sitcoms, you'd know the Seventies were 
no more about the "light-hearted wackiness" portrayed on That 
70s Show than the Fifties were about leisurely hanging out at 
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Arnold's with Richie Cunningham. And just so you know this 
isn't just another "Nobody had it tougher than us, walking 
through six miles of snow to get to school" screed, let me 
emphatically elucidate that the Blank Generation had it 
absolutely dreamy compared to those poor souls brought up in 
the Fifties/Eisenhower Era. 


What the real-life Fonzies went through was a living night- 
mare, the closest thing to a fascist state in American history, so 
heavily was conformity mandated. A full-fledged witch-hunt 
was on, and anyone even suspected of being a little different 
was likely to wind up in a prison, hospital or both. 
Communists were lurking around every corner, you see, ready 
to enslave the entire nation...that is, whatever was left, being 
they were bound to drop an A-bomb on Main Street ANY 
SECOND NOW. 


Casual acceptance of rampant inequality, a "police action" in 
Korea, blacklistings, citizens facing Senate hearings, fallout 
shelters...yeah, these were certainly "happy days" for 
America's youth. 


Uh-oh, do I smell the scent of freshly stepped-upon toes? Are 
you upset over my lack of reverence for the "Elvis Of His 
Time"--read: idolized drug-addled stiff--Cobain or the earlier 
reference to his gibberish-spouting counterpart, John "Bang 
Bang, Shoot Shoot" Lennon? Was it pout-inducing of Mr. 
Manor to bring up that reality about generational history 
instead of allowing the woe-is-we martyr fantasies to pass 
without comment? Or maybe you thought that line about veal 
was in bad taste? Relax. After all, I might just be "putting on 
an act." Oh, and by all means, keep believing I'm nice. Your 
support and opinions mean so much to me......suckerrrrrrrr! 


This time around we have stupidity and the end of an era. 
They kinda go together. 


First, this: 


BIG TROUBLE 


Touchstone Pictures 

Starring Tim Allen, Patrick Warburton, Jason Lee, Janeane 
Garofalo, Heavy D, Zooey Deschanel, Omar Epps, Dennis 
Farina, Ben Foster, Johnny Knoxville, Rene Russo, Tom 
Sizemore, Stanley Tuci, Sofi Vergaro, a Psychedelic Toad, et 
alia, plus goats and a big heavy suitcase. Directed by Barry 
Sonnenfeld. In wide release. 


Dave Barry knows stupid. And he's smart about it. 

In his 1999 first novel, “Big Trouble,” he explores Miami as 
only a denizen can, showing us the high, the low, and the down 
right bizarre. Forget Miami Vice or anything slick. Barry's 
world is crammed to the gills with ordinary folks you'll recog- 
nize and many you never want to meet, from bumbling bozo 
crooks too stupid to decide whether they want Arrivals or 
Departures at the Airport when they're trying to flee to the 
Bahamas, to creepy embezzling executives whose sole passion 
is getting oral with the maid's size fives. Everyone and every- 
thing in the book is not only laugh-aloud stupid, but deadly 
accurate. We are just like those folks, and damned if we aren't 
a hoot, as we fumble and bumble our way toward not quite 
making as big a mess of things as we might. Dave Barry 
knows that things usually work out, you see, often despite our 
best efforts, and usually regardless of them. His novel is zany, 
ribald, and had me laughing aloud throughout. A great dumb- 
ass crime novel from the newly minted dumb-ass Florida 
crime novel sub-genre. Look out, Hiassen and Hall. Big 
Trouble marks the debut of a novelist with his eye firmly on 
the chewing gum on the sidewalk of life. And he knows how 
toads, goats, and dogs can all combine to thwart even world- 
class terrorism. Not to mention bring a father and son a bit 
closer. Sort of. This is the Great American Novel with the 
emphasis on AMERICAN. The movie made from such ster- 
ling material is, oddly, note perfect. Yes, there are some 
Hollywood book-to-movie compressions, but no compound 


fractures, and the end result is as effortless, and as funny, as 
anyone could have hoped. Tim Allen is an ex Pulitzer Prize 
winning humor columnist fired by an asshole and forced to try 
his hand at one-man advertising firm. His son likes to play 
Killer, a game involving squirt guns. His son's target is the 
daughter of the sleazy executive who is himself targeted for a 
more serious game of Hired Killer. The exec's dog is being tor- 
tured by a toad that squirts psychedelic toxins. Never mind 
about the goats. Oh, and ignore the guy living in the tree, too, 
okay? For now, anyway. All things converge when the exec 
decides to buy a missile for a pre-emptive strike against his 
employers. Trouble is, the Russian Mob running the dive bar 
have no missiles. They do, however, have a nuclear bomb in a 
big heavy suitcase. Everyone's business; both legitimate and 
otherwise, gets so tangled that only a huge explosion is going 
to clear the air. And I didn't even mention the thuggish FBI 
agents, the gun-mad security guard, his twin brother who 
issues strip searches at the slightest provocation at the airport, 
the Miami city cops who combine smarts and a red bustier 
with the mentality of attack dogs, and a host of other minor 
characters and touches that will have you laughing aloud. Not 
to mention the goats, one of which gives a fine, if gushing, per- 
formance by a guard rail. Watch your shoes. 


So do yourself a favor and go see BIG TROUBLE. It's 90 min- 
utes of the funniest, most accurate look at Miami we're likely 
to get outside the tourism brochures. As we left the theater I 
noticed a poster advertising the Tom Clancy inspired movie 
THE SUM OF ALL FEARS, which is also about terrorism, 
fatherhood, and the American way, only in a humorless tone. 
I think they call it melodrama? Anyway, "You know," I 
remarked to my wife, "BIG TROUBLE manages to cover 
everything Tom Clancy has ever orated about, and did it with 
more humor, style, wit, and insight than you can find in all 
Clancy's fat books combined." Well, I don't really talk like 
that, but it's what I meant when I muttered, "Hey, look. 
Whoa." Anyhow, thing is, the humorless can have the clanky 
Clancy stuff. I'll take Dave Barry and Barry Sonnenfeld being 
smart about stupidity any day. 


Then there's this, to cover the end of an era part: 


X-FILES Tries To Get Scary Again 


I figured out what has happened, why X-FILES has been flat 
and not nearly as compelling. It's not that Mulder / Duchovny's 
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gone, although certainly his lubricious fans think that's it. It's 
not Doggett's doggedness nor Agent Reyes being ambiguous 
about her stance. It's more basic than that. Consider the sixth 
to last episode in the series, about a little boy in Gothic 
Fairhope, Pennsylvania, (where better?), who imagines harm 
coming to people, and somehow, psychically it seems, con- 
vinces them, thus making them hurt themselves through belief. 
Example: He makes you think there's a bug the size of a loaf 
of bread in your gut, and you try to dig it out with a knife. That 
way they get to use the tired old bumps-moving-under-skin sfx 
from Ridley Scott's ALIEN, by the way. 


The plot's malevolent little boy those who know are afraid of? 
Shades of "It's a Good Life" by Jerome Bixby, falling just short 
of plagiarism. Of course. They have good lawyers in 
Hollywood. Not that they ever noticed the similarity for even 
a moment, of course. 


No, what's wrong is not that it's derivative. Plenty of episodes 
have pilfered cleverly and managed to impart a good chill, a 
nice shudder, and gratifying completion without actually 
resolving things. No, what's wrong with X-FILES these days 
is, the production moved to L.A., to Hollywood. Thus we got 
to see the earwig-looking giant bugs, for instance, right off the 
bat. As soon as Doggett opens the kids' bedroom door not even 
a third through the episode. And then he gets to fall into a 
TWILIGHT ZONE set of pitch darkness with a door ajar 30 
feet above him, glowing eerily... 


It's too slick. The production is too good. Well, too graphic, at 
least. Too crude and patronizing. In the older, better Vancouver 
days, X-FILES relied far less on slick production and much 
more on misdirection, good writing, cliffhanger suspense, and 
elliptical, ambiguous lines that acted both as hints and red her- 
rings. The cases were never quite resolved. The camera angles, 
and scenes, were constructed to edge you into a sense of 
eerieness, then leave you there waiting for the Comforting 
Consensual Reality Bus. Now the dolts stand foursquare and 
flat-footed and unblinkingly show everything head-on. 
Matters not if it's slickly produced; such bluntness spoils the 
whole show by deflating it and making what was once defi- 
nitely creepy into a stupid joke. What was once brainy sus- 
pense with a wry sense of humor is now a big dumb-ass trying 
to get us to bray along with his school-yard joke. And true to 
form, this episode ends with a stupid joke: "They found a way 
to curb his imagination," Doggett reports, as they pan back to 
show the kid on a lounge chair watching a wall of......what bet- 
ter to numb the kid's imagination? TV screens. Yeah, that'll do 
it, all right. 


Let's not bother with the logical inconsistencies left behind 
like hit-and-run victims by the hugger-mugger plotting, and 
let's skip over character traits that rang so false it was as if the 
writers had never seen the show or read the show's bible. 
(Example: Scully being sickened by a morgue photo so that 
she couldn't eat her lunch? She's an M.E. for fuck's sake). Let's 
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instead just hope they get these last 5 episodes over and done 
with so we are left with SOME fond memories of what was 
once one of the best shows on TV. And there's always syndi- 
cation, right Chris? See you at the bank, man. Now extrapo- 
late what we've learned. You can handle stupidity in a smart 
way. Dave Barry does it with grace. Barry Sonnenberg does it 
with aplomb. And the Manipulators do it to the public with 
malice aforethought. Yes, they know people are, in aggregate 
and taken as a statistical flow chart, pretty damned stoopit. 
Check JAY WALKING on the TONIGHT show sometime, or 
Letterman's audiences, for casual confirmation. Knowing this, 
they figure out which big lies to distract us with, and which 
subtle nudges to move us with. They don't control the world, 
the way some conspiracy buffs get so hard-up thinking, but 
instead they just influence. Sometimes it's as unnoticed as 
stepping over a spot of spat-out chewing-gum on the sidewalk 
as you walk-and-talk with a friend. Other times it's a bully- 
shove, with another bully on his hands and knees behind you 
so you sprawl on your ass and maybe even crack open your 
empty head. How we respond to such manipulation is what 
counts. So far, we keep grinning and bearing it. So far, we 
seem happy to wave the jingoistic flags and look askance as 
rights and profits are stolen left and right. 


But there are signs things are shifting. A British journalist used 
to observing USSA from outside its mental and geographical 
borders recently admitted he'd been surprised on a trip to the 
American Heartland, a.k.a. the Midwest. He was surprised 
because even there, where he'd expected the most cattle-like of 
consumer units, he found instead people waking up to the 
deceptions, lies, and misdirection. People noticing, and resent- 
ing, the manipulations. Michael Moore's book Stupid White 
Men became a surprise best-seller, as has a Gore Vidal essay 
criticizing the current regime and predicting it will be one of 
the most reviled in history. Oregon rejected John Ashcroft's 
illegal, unconstitutional end-run tactics when it came to usurp- 
ing state laws affecting individual rights. Could it be a quick 
end for the Nazi-like manipulators? Or does this simply 
presage a looming crackdown? 


Either way, it's the end of thinking we're clever and classless 
and free and that things are hunky dory. Stupidity and the End 
of an Era. They kinda go together. See what I mean? Let's get 
smart and end this era of stupidity as fast as we can. That's 
probably more than enough, but SPIDERMAN made $114 
million in its opening weekend. It's a good movie, but what's 
this telling us about ourselves? 


Oh what a tangled web we weave... 


--Gene Stewart 
from the bunker 


Holly Day: So how did you first get into playing guitar? 


Mick Rossi: How did I first start playing guitar? Hmm. Well, 
I was really influenced by David Bowie and especially Mick 
Ronson, David Bowie’s guitar player, when I was a kid, and 
really, I wanted to do what he was doing, so that’s why I start- 
ed playing. I’m the total black sheep of the family because of 
it, too. My mother and father were both in the Army when I 


Slaughter 
& the 
Dogs 


INTERVIEWED BY HOLLY DAY 


was young, and afterwards, my mother was a housewife, and 
my father had a small business with his brother selling Italian 
tiles and mosaics for floors and fireplaces. Actually, my mother 
bought my first guitar for me, and it was from a pawn shop, 
and it cost 6 pounds, which is about ten dollars now. And it 
was atrocious. But, you know, it was a guitar, so that was great. 
My family is a very working class family, so that was all we 
could afford anyway. 
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H: Were there plans for you to follow in your father’s foot- 
steps? 


M: No, not at all. I wanted to run a mile from that one! I was 
really interested in music at an early age, and when I actually 
got my first guitar, I was just so intrigued and mesmerized by 
the whole thing. 


H: How did Slaughter and the Dogs get started? 


M: We started, really, in high school, which was Wayne 
Barrett and myself. We just befriended each other at school 
and that progressed into thinking maybe we should start a band 
together. But it was really born out of school. Wayne thought 
of the name, and it’s taken from “Diamond Dogs” by David 
Bowie and an album called “Slaughter on 10th Avenue” by 
Mick Ronson. , 


H: So what led to your interest in portraying the seedier side 
of the world, instead of a bunch of happy love songs? 


M: Well, you're always drawn to the darker side of things, 
aren't you, really? 


H: I don't know if the Backstreet Boys are. 
M: Well, no, that’s true! Yeah. Hmmm., I don’t think none of 


them are, actually. Yes, but you see, you see, secretly, they all 
want to be, they all want to be doing darker stuff, I think. 


JANIE STARR 


Teen Drag Queen 
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So Jamie, how come 
you don't wear falsies? 


Harder rock’n’roll. I don’t really know. It’s a good question 
and a tough question. It really comes down to what you’re 
writing at the time you write it, you know? Where your mind 
takes you at that particular time. We just seemed to lean more 
towards the darkness than the brighter side of things. 


H: Why do you think so much angry, loud music comes from 
Manchester? 


M: Because it was, and still is, in many ways, such a repres- 
sive place. It’s a very gray, and bleak place, and really, there’s 
not really a lot to offer to anybody artistic, there’s not a lot of 
outlets for that. So I think there’s this combination of very 
repressed, pent-up energy, so when you finally let go, you 
know, all this anger just comes rushing out. But it’s a good 
anger. I don’t think it’s a negative thing. That’s one of the rea- 
sons we went back to Manchester to record the new album, 
because that’s the only place where we’re really, truly, 
Slaughter and the Dogs. 


H: Do you think living in sunny California has made you a 
sunnier person? 


M: Oh, totally. (laughs) Hell, no. I’m not mad about the sun, 
to tell you the truth. I like it here, but I don’t like it when it gets 
too hot, because the sun becomes brutal. But no, I don’t think 
it’s made much of a difference in my disposition, to tell you 
the truth. 


When L first 
Started go'nj 
out dressed vp 


I did wear 
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H: So what did you do between the Slaughter and the Dogs 
breakup in 1981 and the band’s reforming in the mid-90s? 


M: Oh, I’ve been playing with different people, on and off 
over the years. I played with a band called Talk Talk for a 
while, and then I did some work with a guy called Pete Wiley, 
this brilliant singer and songwriter in England. He had a lot of 
hits in England. And then I did a solo album with Martin 

- Dayglo of Sieg Sieg Sputnik, and then after that I did another 
album with Andy Sexgang of Sexgang Children, and after that 
I did a project with Michael Austin of Gene Loves Jezebel. So 
I’ve always been active as a guitar player, in between the times 
of recording with Slaughter. 


H: I’ve heard that you’ve done some acting on TV and film, 
too. 


M: Oh, who told you that? It’s true, it’s true. I’ve dabbled in a 
bit of that. Nothing you would have heard of: I’ve done a cou- 
ple of independent movies, and a little bit of TV. Nothing 
major. 


H: No commercials or anything like that? 


M: No, no. ‘Hi! I’m selling peanuts!’ Could you imagine that? 
‘Hi! Get your Snickers! It’s a very angry bar.’ Oh, boy. 


H: Are there more Slaughter and the Dogs records in the 
works? 


M: Yeah, you bet. I hope so. We're set for right now, doing just 
a little bit of new writing, since we’re about to go on tour, but 
there are one or two new songs in the pipelines, which we’re 
going to stockpile for the new record. It may be done and 
ready to come out later this year, perhaps around Christmas 
time. 


H: It seems like a reoccurring theme in your music seems to 
be about the horror of people growing up and changing. How 
much has growing up changed you? 


M: Gosh. You see things a little clearer, is all I can say. You 
don’t have as much distortion in your view of life, the way one 
does when one’s a child. 


H: Have you had to give up anything during the maturing 
process that you regret? 


M: I'm finding it hard to give up smoke, and you're supposed 
to do that when you grow up (laughs). Let me see that’s a good 
question. Not really, I guess. I don’t really think so. As long as 
you stay true to yourself, you’re not really giving anything up, 
growing up. You really only have yourself to answer to in the 
end. So no, I don’t think I’ve changed too much from when I 
was an angry young man to who I am today. I’m a little wiser now, 
that’s all, like that old cliche I’m a little older and a little wiser. 


H: --a little slower? 


M: (laughs) Maybe, yeah! Hold on my hearing aid is feeding 
back against the phone! Hold on a second.....beeeeep! 


H: What’s it like for you to see so many academic films and 
books about the early days of punk rock, especially those writ- 


.ten by American college professors? 


M: I think it’s great. I think it’s wonderful! I especially like the 
fact that it’s documented as a part of music history, because it 
did really help change the path of music. Well, it did change 
music, period. So I like that it’s documented. And I like now 
that there are still publications coming out now, new ones, and 
that it’s all kind of regurgitated back up again for new genera- 
tions to read about. It’s good for everybody. I think people 
should be aware of what was, and what is. Boy, that sounds 
deep, doesn’t it? I never knew that actual academics were writ- 
ing about that stuff, though. How do I feel about that? I think 
that’s, um, interesting. I was actually very shocked once when 
I found out that some university, I don’t know if it was Oxford 
in England, or some other school there, but they were analyz- 
ing Madonna’s lyrics, and the subliminal messages hidden in 
her songs, and I always found that funny, because I’m sure 
Madonna just wrote what she wrote, from the heart, you 
know? So if that equates to us, I’d be interested in finding out 
what’s being said about us, and what they think we were doing 
when we were doing it (laughs). 


H: So what’s it like to play concerts right now, with things 
being the way they are in the world right now? 


M: Well, we haven’t really played the States yet we played 
San Francisco about four months ago. The other shows have 
been in Europe, and it’s been great to just go out and play and 
entertain people for a couple of hours. I mean, obviously, 
there’s so much going on and so much destruction it seems 
right now, and one can be effected and one might not be, as 
effected, but I think to go out and just lose yourself for a few 
hours can be therapeutic for all. And for us, it’s a two-way 
thing. I mean, you get up on stage, and you give it everything 
you’ve got, and hopefully, the audience gives it back, so for us, 
it’s a great way to escape whatever new problems the world 
throws at us for a couple of hours as well. 


H: Hey, did you know that there’s a famous jazz pianist in 
New York named Mick Rossi? He’s kind of a Yanni-type com- 
poser. 


M: No, really? Hey, maybe that’s my dad! Maybe I can ring 


him up and say, “Listen, you’re my real dad, and I need a lot 
of money.” My real dad! How cool is that, though? 
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Thee Michelle Gun Elephant TMGE - whose name alleged- 
ly originated when their manager attempted to pronounce 
“Machine Gun Etiquette,” their favorite LP by The 
Damned..(plus they tossed in the “Thee” as a tribute to Billy 
Childish’s various bands) is one of the truly great rock & roll 
bands walking the planet in this day and age. Formed in 1991, 
the band,consists of: Yusuke Chiba (vocals), Futoshi Abe (gui- 
tar), Kouji Ueno (bass) and Kazuyuki Kuhara (drums). Unlike 
most bands, TMGE didn’t go into the recording studio until 
they were good and ready to record - their first EP, “Wonder 
Style” was released in 1995. Since that time, they have been 
one of the most prolific bands since the mid 60’s British 
Invasion days, putting out 9 full-length LP’s (including 2 com- 
pilations and a live album) over the next 6 years. Over the past 
3 years or so, they have become a, mainstream act in Japan, 
with best-selling singles and albums, as well as headlining 
tours in stadiums. Sadly, they have met with very limited suc- 
cess in this country. Of their 9 full-length CD’s/LP’s, only 
their 4th Japanese release, Gear Blues and a compilation that's 
essentially the. same as TMGE 106, their 7th release in their 
homeland, have been released in the US. (NOTE: The rest are 
available through www.cdjapan.co.jp.) Unlike most Japanese 
rock & roll imports, which have tended toward either power 
pop (Shonen Knife, the 5678’s, Supersnazz, the Tweezers) or 
lo-fi punk/garage (Guitar Wolf, Teengenerate the Registrators, 
the Jet Boys, the King Brothers, Gasoline), TMGE seems to 
draw their inspiration equally from 70’s/80’s punk rock and 
classic 60’s and 70’s British and American rock & roll - in the 
insert to their initial full-length LP, Cult Grass Stars, the band 
is shown sitting around listening to records by the Animals, 
Kinks and other 60's faves, and the covers to their third 
CD/LP, Chicken Zombies are affectionate swipes at Blue 
Cheer's debut LP (CD) and the Who's Odds and Sods 

(LP - the Who album where the band’s standing there wearing 
football helmets....but the helmets worn by TMGE spell out 
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“F-U-C-K,” not *R-O-C-K”). In addition to the above-named 
bands, TMGE is also strongly influenced by Brit 70’s pub 
rock, specifically Dr. Feelgood and the Pirates. Guitarist 
Futoshi Abe plays in a style uncannily like that of Mick Green 
and Wilko Johnson - he's a killer riffmeister, backed by an 
extremely tight rhythm section. The songwriting and Chiba's 
singing (mostly in Japanese, but some in English), not surpris- 
ingly, are also heavily influenced by the above-mentioned 
sources. The result? - their music is one Hell of a lot more 
tuneful and musical than that of their Japanese punk 
rock/power pop contemporaries. TMGE are a classic rock & 
roll band that, in my opinion, belongs in the class of the leg- 
ends mentionćd above. All of their releases are worth check- 
ing out, and, to me, they're getting better with age. My current 
favorite CD is their latest, Rodeo Tandem Beat Specter (what 
that means, one would wonder!) from 2001, which is their 
punkiest, noisiest release, coming on the heels of three releas- 
es in 2000 - Casanova Snake (perhaps their most blues-orient- 
ed), Casanova Said Live or Die! (from a live stadium show 
supporting Casanova Snake), and the aforementioned TMGE 
106, a greatest hits-to-date compilation (named for the number 
of songs they had recorded and released up to that point). It’s 
hard to put one’s finger on the reason they haven’t caught on 
in the US.....the most immediate one that comes to mind is, 
simply put, the collective bad taste of the American record- 
buying public. Another possibility is the language 
barrier.....although our inability to understand (or even make 
out) lyrics hasn’t stopped us from buying tons of great rock & 
roll over the years. There also seems to be a general rejection 
of music not from the US or UK over here. In Sweden, the 
Hellacopters receive the equivalent of Grammies, and the 
great Swedish garage band The Hives have sold hundreds of 
thousands of CD’s....yet these bands can come to America and 
play to half-empty small night clubs. Under such circum- 
stances, one can’t blame bands like TMGE from staying away 
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from the US, especially when they can make good money 
laying to arenas and stadiums in their own country. But 
enough of my ranting...I was very excited to learn through 
their American management, YWA Music, that they would be 
willing to talk to us, albeit through email-otherwise, we’d need 
an in-person translator, as their English is somewhat limited. 
(Although not to the extent of my Japanese, I’m sure). My spe- 
cial thanks go out to Yoichi Imai of YWA, who served as an 
intermediary between Brutarian and TMGE. Yoichi pointed 
out they are known as men of few words......as evidenced 
below - 
(NOTE: Unless a specific band member’s name is shown 
below, the individual speaking is not identified.) 


BRUTARIAN - First, congratulations on all of your success. 
It appears you play in Japan to sold-out arenas on a regular 
basis. I hope this becomes true in the rest of the world as well. 
I’m a huge fan of yours, and I have all of your records and 
CD’s, having discovered www.cdjapan several years ago. Are 
there any plans to release any of your older LP’s/CD’s (Cult 
Grass Stars, High Time, Chicken Zombies) in the US? Aside 
from a couple of EP’s, Gear Blues and the latest compilation 
CD, nothing’s ever been available on US labels. 

TMGE - Unfortunately, there no plans at present to release 
any of these previous albums on LP or CD in the US. 

BRUT - The band is very, very tight, and operates like a well- 
oiled machine - not surprising since you’ve been together 
about 10 years now. I’ve always found it odd that TMGE 
records/CD’s in US record stores always show up in the 
“Punk” sections - to me, your records and your band are much 
more in the tradition of the Who, the Pirates, the Kinks, or 
Link Wray. than Guitar Wolf or Teengeneraté or the King 
Brothers or other Japanese bands who have released record- 
ings over here. What bands/artists did you listen to while 
growing up? Who do you consider your greatest musical influ- 
ences? 

TMGE - I grew up listening to 70’s punk in my teens and 50’s 
or 60’s rock in my twenties. I think my greatest musical influ- 
ences are Dr. Feelgood and the Clash. 

BRUT - The Japanese bands I mentioned above all seem to 
specialize in very primitive-sounding, lo-fidelity recording - 
definitely not TMGE’s trademark. For one thing, you’re much 
better musicians. However, your latest, Rodeo Tandem Beat 
Specter, seems a bit punkier, noisier, less blues-based to me 
than Casanova Snake. Is this a new direction you’re heading 
in? 

TMGE - Maybe, ‘you are right. 

BRUT - I understand (singer) Yusuke (Chiba) just cut a ska 
single with a big band. Did you enjoy doing this, and will you 
be doing any more solo efforts like this? 

TMGE (Yusuke) - I enjoyed it very much, and I would like to 
do something like this again. 

BRUT - It’s always been rather obvious to me that one of (gui- 
tarist) Futoshi Abe’s idols is Mick Green (Pirates) - To me, 
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Futoshi is the latest in the line of great guitar players influ- 
enced by Green -including Pete Townshend and Wilko 
Johnson. (NOTE: I even suggested in a TMGE review in a 
recent Brutarian that he may be rélated to Green.) Futoshi - 
What other guitarists have influenced you? 

TMGE (Futoshi) - Makato Ayukawa (Sheena & The 
Rockets), Captain Sensible (Damned) and Mick Jones (Clash). 
BRUT - How was it meeting and recording with Mick Green? 
(Recent single *Kwacker” and on “The Pirates Live in Japan 
2000”) Are there any other musicians that you'd like to record 
with in the future? 

TMGE - It was really a pleasant time. 

BRUT - Yusuke - Who are some of your greatest influences as 
far as (1) singing, and (2) songwriting? 

TMGE (Yusuke) - I really have too many singers and bands I 
have been influenced by to list them. 

BRUT - Musical influences of bassist Kouji Ueno? 


- TMGE - (Not Available) 


BRUT - Musical influences of drummer Kazuyuki Kuhara? 
TMGE (Kazuyuki) - I loved the Japanese punk band called 
The Stalin. I have started listening to music from foreign coun- 
tries. since I joined TMGE. 8 Beat and bump is my foundation. 
BRUT - Have all four of you been together for 10 years? If 
not, who have been other members of TMGE? 

TMGE - Yes, we have all been together for 10 years. 

BRUT - Where are your best places to play, as far as audience 
reaction goes, aside from Japan? 

TMGE - It does not matter wherever we are. 

BRUT - What, in your opinion, is preventing TMGE from 
becoming very big in the US? Cultural differences perhaps? 
This country has always been somewhat reluctant to accept 
any foreign bands on a major scale except from the UK. 
(Recent examples - all of the great 70’s styled rock & roll- 
bands from Sweden, Norway, Spain, and, of course, Japan.) 
TMGE - I do not have any opinions, and do not know what's 
preventing this. 

BRUT - Your performance in your recent live CD, Casanova 
Said Live or Die! is downright explosive...few if any bands 
can play with that kind of intensity for an entire set. However, 
the CD sounds like it was recorded at the back of the arena in 
the audience. Was it supposed to sound like a bootleg perhaps? 
Why not use soundboard tapes as the source? 

TMGE - I think the sound is pretty real. (ED. NOTE: It is, if 
you're an audience member.) 

BRUT - To date, I have you on CD doing covers of “(I’m Not 
Your) Stepping Stone,” “Talkin’ ‘Bout You,” and the Boys’ 
“Soda Pressing.” Do you play any other cover songs live? If 
you had to record an LP of all covers, what would you record? 
TMGE - We used to play “Sick Boy” by G.B.H., The Who’s 
“The Kids Are Alright” and “Teenage Kicks” by the 
Undertones. Recently, we’ve quit playing cover songs on 
stage, and we are not interested in recording an album of cov- 
ers. 

BRUT - Who are some of your favorite bands you listen to 
nowadays? 

TMGE - Calexico, Mixed record by Adrian Sherwood, Joe 


Strummer and the Mescaleros, etc..... 

BRUT - The US always seems about g months to a year 
behind what’s really happening in Japanese rock & roll. Who 
are some new bands from Japan that we’ll be hearing from 
shortly? 

TMGE - I have no idea. 

BRUT - I know you’ve played several US gigs so far (Cave 
Stomp in 2000, I believe?) Will you be touring the US soon? 
TMGE - In 1999, we visited the US and went on the road, vis- 
iting a lot of towns for shows. We do not have any plans for 
touring the US for awhile. 

BRUT - Whose idea was it to come up with the strange names 
for the different versions of your various re-recordings of your 
songs (“Chicken Style,” “Jesus Version,” “Broiler Dinner 
Version,” “Transistor Version,” “Super Karaoke Version”)? 
TMGE - It’s Chiba’s idea. 

BRUT - If you guys had to pick your top 12 or 13 songs for 
your greatest hits CD (And I realize, you’ve already released 2 
greatest hits CD’s - one in Japan, one in the US), including the 
brand new CD (*'Rodeo...”), what would the songs be? 
TMGE - We cannot pick songs by ourselves - it’s better to 
have a third person choose them. 

BRUT - Are there any producers the band would like to work 
with in the future? For example, I think you’d sound great if 
produced by Billy Childish or Liam Watson at Toe Rag 
Studios in the UK. 

TMGE - We have recorded already with Billy Childish and 
Liam Watson. (ED. NOT: Their initial release EP Wonder 


Style was recorded at Toe Rag.) We do not have any plans like 


that in the future. 

BRUT - Well, I’m out of questions. It’s been a real pleasure 
talking with you, even through email like this! I’m looking 
forward to seeing you guys live somewhere in the US soon. 
TMGE - Thanks. 


N 
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He’s Still “Mr. Red Hot!” 
The Pilly 


By Ken Burke 


“Memphis 1955 on Union Avenue Carl and Jerry and Charlie and Roy And Billy Riley too..." 


- Johnny Cash, "I Will Rock'n'Roll With You.” 


KB: I’ve read that you are of Native American ancestry, is 
that true? 


BLR: I’ve got some Cherokee blood in me. Both sides of my 
family have some Indian in them, I don’t know how much. I 
wouldn’t even know how to measure it. 


KB: In a previous conversation, you mentioned that you 
picked cotton. 


BLR: Yeah, I was raised on plantations, farms -- just like 
everybody was back in them days, all the poor people. We 
were all sharecropping farmers. That was our way of making 
a living. 


KB: Were you picking cotton at a young age? 


BLR: Oh yeah. I was about six years old. Cotton picking - 
well, we used to do it by hand. We'd grow the cotton in the 
fields and cotton would clump on what they called “cotton 
stalks” which would grow about waist high. Then it would 
bloom and then the blooms would turn into cotton bowls, and 
the bowls would open, then the cotton would come out, and 
we would pick it out of the bowls and put it in the sack. Then 
we’d weigh it and put it in the wagon. 


KB: And you got paid by the pound? 


BLR: We got paid by the hundred pounds. Back when I first 
started picking, it was fifty cents a hundred, and it would take 
most people all day to pick a hundred pounds of cotton. 


KB: I take it you were picking cotton alongside black people? 


BLR: We lived on plantations where black and white people 
worked together. We didn’t see color. We lived together, we 
played together, and we visited each other, all on one big farm 
with a bunch of integrated people. 


KB: This sounds like a corny question but I have to ask -- is 
that where you picked up your feeling for the blues? 


BLR: Yes, that’s exactly where I got it. When I was very 
young, that was the only music that I heard..The only music 
you heard on radio back in those days was hillbilly and pop 
music - and we didn’t have a radio. Sometimes we did, but 
mostly we didn’t, so the only music I heard was from the peo- 
ple who were actually playing it, sitting on their front porch. 
We never really thought about who our “influences” were 
back in those days. A lot of people will tell you “I was influ- 
enced by this guy or that guy” just to tell you something, but 
really I think my influence came from people -who are 
unknown, from my early days. That’s what left the blues 
embedded in me so much, was hearing it from the original 
blues men, not the recording artists. Men out in the field. The 
hungry man, the working man on the cotton sack just singin’. 


They’ll sing in those fields man, [ll tell ya, you would’ve 
been in heaven out there in them ol’ cotton fields. They talked 
to each other in song! You’d hear a guy way over here, man. 
He’d be singing. (Sings a bluesy phrase.) Man, pretty soon 
someone over there would answer. (Sings a melodic answer.) 
The fields were alive with music. Not with instruments, but 
with people’s voices. They’d sing because that was the only 
way they had of releasing the things inside them that they 
weren’t allowed to release in public. It was a release and that’s 
what the blues and rock’n’roll are all about, man. 


KB: When did you first start playing this music yourself? 
BLR: Well, I started playing harmonica when I was six years 
old. My dad gave me a harmonica, and I got my first guitar 
when I was ten years old, but it was a couple of years before I 
learned to play it. 

KB: What kind of guitar did you get? 


BLR: A Silvertone - used. Paid ten dollars for it. 


KB: How long were you on the plantations? 


BLR: We left the farm in ‘47 when I was thirteen years old. 


KB: Were you able to attend much school? 


BLR: Three years. Our schooling was very limited. We went 
to school only when there was no work to be done. We had 
summer school and then winter school. We worked when wel. 
were planting in the springtime and up into the summer. Once 
the crops were all planted and we were waiting for harvest, 
we’d go to school for about two or three months. Then, when 
the cotton was ready to be harvested we’d have to come out of 
school and work until all the crops were in. Then we’d go back 
to school. 


KB: Did this seem unusual to you? 
BLR: It didn’t seem unusual - it was normal for us. It was the 


only way we knew. We didn’t know any better. We thought 
everybody did that. A lot of people went North to get those 


_ good paying factory jobs, but a lot of us couldn't, we were sort 


of tied down in the South - there was poor people, and then 
there were us! (Laughs.) It's kind of funny today. But I have 
no regrets at all, I'd go back there today if I could and relive 
the same life. 


KB: When did you go into armed services? 


BLR: I went into the service when I was 15 in 1949. I lied 
about my age. I didn’t have a birth certificate, so I told ‘em I 
was 17 and got my sister to sign saying that I was 17. After 
that I spent four years in the service. 


KB: Which branch? 


BER: The Army - and I never did like it. I went in mainly to 
have a place to live and something to eat! 


KB: What happened to your folks at that time, were they still 
around? 


BLR: They were still around, living in Arkansas. My dad, by 
trade, was a painter. So, when we weren’t farming, he painted 
houses. After we left the farms that’s what he got into. A funny 
thing happened the day I went in to the service. I was visiting 
with my sister in Oceola and my mother and father were liv- 
ing in Pocahontas. The day I was at the bus station, I had 
already taken my examination, and I had my ticket and I was 
getting on the bus to go. My father was coming to Oceola from 
Pocahontas looking for a place to live, and as I was getting on, 
he was getting off the same bus. (Laughs.) And he threatened 
to tear up my ticket. But he couldn’t do it - it was government 
property. He was very unhappy about me going into the Army, 
but there wasn’t any war going on. 


KB: You were part of the peacetime militia then? 


BLR: Well, I was - then in 1950, war broke out in Korea, and 
they gave me an extra year on my service. I never went over 
there, but they gave everyone in the service an extra year of 
duty, so I had to serve four years instead of three. 


KB: What was your job in the service? 


BLR: I drove a truck. Delivering troops, taking troops out on 
the field. I had three or four vehicles assigned to me. I had a 
jeep to carry the officers around. I drove a two and a half-ton 
truck and carried the kitchen out into the field whenever they 
were doing field stuff. i 


KB: When did you record your first acetates. 


BLR: When I was 15, and first went in the service. After I left 
basic, I was in Seattle and I did three acetates. You’d go into a 
little booth, and they had guitars there, and you sang whatev- 
er you wanted to sing. It went right through the microphone 
right on to the acetate. 


KB: What songs did you do? 


BLR: I did some Hank Williams things “My Son Calls 
Another Man Daddy,” “I’m So Lonesome I Could Cry.” I did 
a couple of Hank Thompson things “Green Light” and others. 
I did six songs, but I can’t remember what they all were now. 


KB: Who were some of the other people you liked back then? 


BLR: Up until I got into it professionally, I didn’t know too 
many names. We lived in a very rural area; the only time we 


saw shows was when tent shows would come through. They’d 
set up out in the country and have several different acts - 
sometimes they’d be country, sometimes minstrel, whatever... 


KB: Were minstrel shows still working in the 40’s and 50’s? 


BLR: Out there were, yeah. When we listened to the radio, of 
course I would listen to country music. So I listened to Hank 
Williams and the Grand Ol” Opry and all the guys before Hank 
Williams way back in the 30s. We only had battery radios in 
those days and alot of times on a Saturday night, a lot of peo- 
ple would gather together in one house to listen to the Grand 
OP Opry. If the battery went dead, you had NO radio - so peo- 
ple would kind of ration that battery. See we didn’t have elec- 
tricity. 


KB: When did you first start thinking of a career in music? 


BLR: Well, I always dreamed of being in the business, but 
when I was in the Army, I was in some talent shows on base. 
I was in three different talent shows and I won first place each 
time - just me and my guitar singing a country song. That kind 
of put the “bug” in me. Then when I got out of the service, the 
first band I formed was a hillbilly band. 


KB: What was it called? 


BLR: It had two names. One was The Arkansas Valley Ranch 
Boys and The KBTM Ranch Boys! The reason it had two dif- 
ferent names was because we had two different radio shows. 
We usually named a band after the radio show or the radio sta- 
tion. So KBTM wanted to call us the KBTM Ranch Boys, so 
that’s what we used. We had three radio shows going at the 
same time. We would go down on Sunday and record those, 
and work during the week. So, we'd take a coffee break when 
we thought the show was about to come on, and run out and 
sit out in our car to listen. (Laughs.) And then, we’d get back 
to work. We had two that we’d tape every week then we'd 
have the live gospel show with my bass player, his wife, and 
me. We'd get up at four o'clock every morning and go to the 
radio station and do a live gospel show. Then we’d go home, 
have breakfast, and go to work. 


KB: That surprises me. I see less gospel music in your cata- 
log than from other guys of your era. 


BLR: I wasn’t into gospel music. I think a lot of the other 
[original rockers] talking about gospel - that’s just to make 
themselves look good. I don’t think they were into gospel any- 
more than I was - that just makes ‘em feel good to say that. We 
were not involved in church and all that like most people. I’m 
not saying I never did go, because I did, but we were not mem- 
bers of any particular church per se and I didn’t know anybody 
that did. 


KB: So you had three jobs in radio with your band? What 


kind of day job did you have? 


BLR: I was working in a shoe factory. 


KB: Man! Where did you get the energy? 


BLR: (laughs) I was young. We also played at nights and on 
weekends on stage shows at high schools and club dates, like 
that. 


KB: Was your sound different back then? 


BLR: Back then we just sounded like any regular hillbilly 
band. We had a steel guitar, a bass, lead guitar, and rhythm 
guitar, and we weren’t different from anybody else. My 
singing was a little different. Even though I was doing coun- 
try, I still had a little bit of blues sound in me, even back then. 
Because I had played blues all my young days. 


KB: Did you ever take any heat for sounding black? 


BLR: Nope. By the time I got into rock’n’roll in 1957, most 
of that had already been accepted and all off the blues I was 
singing was in an area where there wasn’t nuthin’ but blues. So 
it didn’t make any difference. It was a regional thing - every- 
body did it. So there wasn’t any problem. Nobody ever said 
anything to me about it. I never did have any trouble over 
singing in my style. 


KB: That’s really good to know, because I’ve read all these 
stories about some of you guys went through hell for sound- 
ing black. 


BLR: Elvis did. Elvis took a lot of flack, man. Most of these 
other guys wanted to sound like Elvis, so they say, “Yeah, we 
took it too.” I think a lot of that, just like a whole lot of histo- 
ry from the 50’s is so distorted right now. It’s hard to find the 
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real truth. Everybody’s telling stories “Aw we 
took a lot of flack, they didn’t want us playing 
black music.” I never did see that happen. The 
only one I ever did hear of that happening to 
was Elvis. They said he had problems with it, 
so to be like Elvis, everybody else claimed to 
have problems too. 


KB: Did Elvis Presley’s success result in 
your pilgrimage to Memphis? 


BLR: Well, he had nothing to do with me 
going to Memphis. I went to Memphis 
because my brother-in law and I bought a 
restaurant. I wasn’t even in music when I 
went to Memphis. At that time, I played 
music, but I wasn’t trying to make any money 
at it. But I did play it, that’s how I met Jack 
Clement, the guy who cut my first record. 
One Christmas, I was back in Jonesboro [Arkansas] visiting 
my folks and, on the way back to Memphis, I picked up these 
two guys flagging down a ride. It was Jack Clement and his 
partner! That’s where I first met him was on the highway. We 
got to talking music and they told me they were building a 
studio over there, called Fernwood studios, and they had a 
band that played every weekend in Arkansas. When I picked 
‘em up, I was only going to take them a couple of miles to 
where my mother lived, but we got to talking, and it got so 
interesting, that I drove ‘em all the way to Memphis. While we 
were talking they asked me if I wanted to play and sing in their 
band. I told ‘em “Yeah!” So I started singing on weekends in 
their band in Arkansas, then they invited me to cut a record. 
That’s where I cut my first record in that little ol’ garage stu- 
dio. “Trouble Bound” and “Think Before You Go.” 


KB: I have a compilation of your early stuff on the Charly 
label, and it says you played all the instruments on those 
songs. Is that true? 


BLR: No, I couldn’t have. See that’s why I’m telling you - 
people are telling a bunch of lies when they tell these stories. 
You have to think back. In 1957, there was only mono. There 
wasn’t even a two-track machine, and you can’t overdub 
unless you have at least two tracks. We only had mono and we 
almost didn’t have that in that little studio. We had one track 
and about four mikes plugged into that one track. With that 
set-up you couldn’t overdub, you’d have to have at least 
another track, or another machine, to do that. On that first ses- 
sion, we had Roland Janes on guitar, me playing rhythm gui- 
tar, and another guitar player on there, two bass fiddles - 
upright bass players on there, and a drummer. There ain’t no 
way in the world I could play all that stuff. I would’ve had to 
overdub six times on one mono tape. So, 60% of all that stuff] 
Charly prints, you can flush it! That stuff is written by Colin 
Escott and Martin Hawkins. They'll call you up and ask, 
“What’s your name?” Tell ‘em “Billy Lee Riley,” and they can 


write a whole story on that. I don't have anything to do with 
those guys. The last time Colin Escott called me, I told him 
that it was just best that he get out of town, that I didn’t want 
anything to do with him. I didn’t like the things he was writ- 
ing and I wouldn’t give him anything. So we’ve never spoken 
again and I never intend to speak to him again. And it’s not 
only me, but several of the old guys feel the same way because 
he wrote a bunch of crap that just wasn’t true. 


KB: I’m sorry to hear that. 


BLR: You see, they messed up a lot of good history. And ever 
since I’ve been back in the business full-time, I’ve been trying 
to straighten that up. The first time I went to England, they 
used all those same notes that you brought up to me, and I had 
to deny 90% of it. And that makes them unhappy, but I’m 
going to tell you the truth regardless, you know? I’m not going 
to let you believe something that’s not true about me. I say 
“You can believe what you want to believe, but I’m going to 
straighten my part of it up.” That’s what I’ve been doing, and 
so far, everything that I’ve told is the way it is. There’s an 
awful lot of records out, people think it’s me, and I’ve had to 
straighten all that out, saying “I don’t know where that came 
from.” I don’t know how they would pick records with other 
people’s names on it and think it was me. 


KB: As I understand it, these session notes are very difficult 
to verify. And what happens is somebody will give the writer 
information wrong or second hand information, which they 
repeat without checking. 


BLR: Oh yeah, like them guys in Europe. You can tell one of 
them a story, and by the time it goes the full circle, it'S been 
written into four or five books! (Laughs.) And, the artists tell 
a lot of things too, to make themselves look good. They want 
their life to look good too. So, it’s not just the writers. 


KB: Were you the only artist on the Fernwood label? 


BLR: I was supposed to have been the first one out on 
Fernwood, but I never went on that label. I only recorded 
there. But when they took my master to Sam Phillips’ studio 
to master it, Sam bought the master. So, therefore, I was never 
on that label. But there was a LOT of good people on the 
Fernwood label; it became a pretty big label after that. Thomas 
Wayne had a big hit, “Tragedy.” So, I wasn’t on that label, but 
I was the first one they recorded in that studio. 


KB: Fernwood’s echo and slapback sound was close to 
Sun’s, wasn’t it? 


BLR: It was about the same thing. We didn’t have echo in 
there; we had to take our tape to radio station to put echo on 
it. And the second song, after Sam bought the record, he did- 
n’t want “Think Before You Go,” he wanted another rocker. 
So I wrote “Rock With Me Baby.” And, we actually went to a 


radio station and recorded it so we would have that echo. 


KB: Did you do two versions of “Rock With Me Baby?” Isn’t 
there one with a sax on it? 


BLR: No. That’s “Dance With Me Honey.” They [Charly] call 
it “Rock With Me Baby #2.” But that’s a whole different song. 


KB: Tell us how you met The Little Green Men. 


BLR: The original Little Green Men were Marvin Pepper, 
Roland Janes, J.M. Van Eaton, and Jerry Lee Lewis. I didn’t 
even know Roland until I met him through Jack Clement when 
he set up my first session. And Roland knew J.M. Van Eaton. 
He got us all together and we went out to where J.M.’s little 
band was playing. And we decided he was a good drummer, so 
we hired him. He had his own little band in high school and I 
think he started working with us right out of high school. 
Marvin Pepper was the bass man. 


KB: I’m not trying to start any trouble here at all, but in Jerry 
Lee Lewis’ autobiography, he claims he didn’t play on “Red 
Hot” or “Flying Saucers Rock’n’Roll.” 


BLR: (Laughs.) Well, I'd take what's in his book with a grain 
of salt. But he didn’t play on “Red Hot,” he played on “Flying 
Saucers Rock’n’Roll.” And he knows it too, because I did a 
show with him on his 40th anniversary. They had people who 
had been associated with him through the years stand behind 
the stage, and use a mike, and say something to get him to try 
and identify who you were. Well, when they handed me the 
mike I said “Jerry Lee, it’s been a long time since you and I 
have talked, but if you'll remember, you used to play in my 
band.” And he said “Billy Lee Riley!” 


KB: So he knew. 


BLR: Yeah, he knew. Jerry Lee would probably tell you that 
today. That was probably written during them days when Jerry 
Lee gave nobody credit for anything. 


KB: So who played piano on “Red Hot” then? 


BLR: Jimmy Wilson. Jimmy Wilson came to work for me 
right after Jerry Lee went off on his own. 


KB: To me it seems like Jerry Lee on “Red Hot.” 


BLR: Jimmy Wilson was a lot better than Jerry Lee Lewis, 
all-around. He was the better piano player. He could play like 
Jerry Lee then he could turn around and play all around Jerry 
Lee. Bach, Beethoven, and a bunch of stuff we didn’t know. 
He was one of the greatest piano players in Memphis at that 
time. But he was crazy - we couldn’t control him. 


KB: What do you mean when you say you “couldn’t control him?” 


BLR: (Laughs.) He was just one of those kinda guys.... a 
weirdo. He knew it and everybody else knew it, but he was a 
good guy. 


KB: (Laughs.) Well sir, how did this weirdness manifest 
itself? 


BLR: To give you one story, he used to live in the apartments 
right over Sun Records. We came back from Canada one time 
and he brought a pet raccoon back with him. And, one night 
that raccoon was kinda restless and kept him from sleeping. So 
he just pinned him to the floor with a bayonet from a rifle. The 
next morning, he woke up and the raccoon was still alive, so 
he took him downstairs and beat him to death. 


KB: Oh my god.... 


BLR: And he’d buy old antique relics, German guns and 
things from these surplus stores. They’d have barrels all fixed 
so you couldn’t shoot ‘em. Well, he’d dig out all that steel and 
buy bullets and shoot these guns. He shot an old wooden 
bridge in two one time. 


KB: What is it about piano players and guns? 


BLR: (Chuckles) I don’t know, he sure was crazy, but a great 
piano player. 


KB: So what happened to Jimmy Wilson? 


BLR: I have no idea. The last time I saw him, he was in 
California in the 60’s, and he got married to Nudie’s daughter 
until her daddy ran him off. The last time I heard from him he 
was in Bakersfield, California. I heard not too long ago, that 
he had passed away since then. My other bass player, Pat 
O'Neil - who took Marvin’s place, he died.also. So there's two 
of ‘em that have died. There was a big story in Goldmine 
recently about my sax player Martin Willis, several pages, and 
they had pictures of all of us in there. But they put the wrong 
caption under a picture of me and my band on stage -- the cap- 
tion read that it was Conway Twitty and his band. They ran a 
retraction. 


KB: How did your band achieve that unique chemistry you 
had in the studio? 


BLR: The only way I can say it is: we were all just in tune 
with each other. It was a “feel” thing and we just all felt the 
same thing. We didn’t go in there with anything planned, we’d 
just go in and start jammin’! It just so happened that all of our 
minds were tuned together, and it just came out that way. I 
don’t remember none of us actually trying to get that-sound. 
None of us were great musicians -- we were playing the best 
we could play, and that’s how it came out. 


KB: Your sound was different than everyone else’s there -- 


I’ve always considered you to be more of an R&B guy. 


BLR: Yeah, more or less. I never considered myself a “rock- 
abilly,” I always thought I was “rock’n’roll.” 


KB: Who called the shots in the Sun studios? From all the 
things I’ve heard, it sounds like you pretty much had your own 
way as far as song selections and arrangements. 


BLR: Yeah, we pretty well did that. Sometimes Sam would 
pick a song, and if you didn’t want to do it, you didn’t have to. 
He picked “Red Hot,” and I was very happy that he did. But 
we could do anything we wanted to; there was no pressure 
there. Sam, in his own way, was producing, but it wasn’t real- 
ly producing per se. He was just sitting up there and having as 
good a time as we were. (Laughs.) And probably just as drunk 
as we were - or drunker. It wasn’t like it is today. There was- 
n’t that much emphasis on going in and cutting a hit. We went 
in to have a lot of fun just playin’ music. Jammin’! 


KB: Was the growl you used on “Red Hot” and “Flying 
Saucers Rock’n’Roll” inspired by Little Richard? 


BLR: Well, once I started doing Little Richard’s songs, I had 
to growl to do ‘em, and I kind of liked that sound, so I just kept 
doing it. Of course, I don’t have to do it - I can do just about 
any other style. But, on some of the loud stuff, I felt like they 
needed [that growl]. Like on “Flying Saucers Rock’n’Roll,” 
that was a pretty high-energy thing, so on those type of records 
- I did my best to scream. But there were other songs where I 
didn’t need to do that, like on “One More Time” and 
“Wouldn’t You Know,” stuff like that. 


KB: “One More Time” is a helluva blues song. 
BLR: That’s one of the best songs I did at Sun. 


KB: I’ve read where Jerry Lee Lewis has said that he was 
always a country singer who did country music speeded up. 


_ Were you basically always a blues singer who just did the 


blues with a big beat? 


BLR: I tell ya, that’s about it. Most of my stuff was from 
blues songs; all I did was change the tempo and the arrange- 
ments on ‘em. Most of the other guys who came to Sun were 
country singers who came there and changed. There’s a fine 
line between our kind of rock’n’roll and country. It’s a mixture 
and a tempo thing. You can take any country song and make a 
rockabilly tune out of it. It doesn’t matter what it is. I proved 
that when I was being interviewed by the Smithsonian. I took 
a song like “Tennessee Waltz” and sang as country, and then 
blues, then rockabilly and it worked all three ways. 


KB: Was Jerry Lee Lewis OK to work with in the studio? 


BLR: Back in the 50’s, Jerry Lee Lewis was very hard to get 


along with. Jerry Lee did 
things his way, and that was 
the only way that he ever did 
do anything was his way. 
Nobody told him what to do. 
If he was in a good mood the 
sessions went real well. If he 
wasn’t in a good mood, the 
sessions didn’t go too well. It 
was strictly up to him, and we 
knew that, and we just did 
what we were supposed to 
do. We didn’t step on his feet. 


KB: But you were the leader 
of your group. 


BLR: I was the leader of my 

little group, but when we 

went into the studio as ses- 

sion men for somebody else, 

everybody was on their own. 

We didn’t go in as The Little 

Green Men; we just went in 

as individuals. So, I wouldn’t 

dare go in there and tell any- 

body what to do. Early on, 

Sam didn’t even want me to 

hire Jerry Lee, he said, “You 

don’t need no piano in a rock 

'n' roll band.” This is before 

he even heard Jerry Lee 

Lewis. I was the first one 

who met Jerry Lee when he 

came to town, as far as musicians were concerned - and that’s 
why he went to work for me. So when I told Sam about him 
he said (perfect imitation of Sam Phillips) “Man, you don’t 
need no piano player.” I said, “Yeah, I do and this guy’s great.” 
Sam said, “I don’t care how great he is - piano players belong 
in jazz bands: Dixieland, country...” I said, “I’m going to put 
him to work anyway.” When I told him I was going to use him 
on the “Flying Saucers” session he said “all right,” but he did- 
n’t want to use him, and he wouldn’t let him take a solo - he 
just played rhythm. He told him, “All I want you to do is play 
that pumpin’ rhythm.” That's where he got “pumpin’ piano,” 
that’s where the name came from. Sam didn’t really even 
know who he was at that time - and Jerry Lee’s first record 
(“Crazy Arms”) was an accident. 


KB: That’s the one where you were in the bathroom. 


BLR: Roland was in the bathroom, and I’m the only one on 
there other than J.M., and I got that last guitar note on there. 
Nobody even knew that.record was being recorded at the time. 
Jack Clement had the machine going and we just sat there, 
messin’ around man. I was standing there beside the piano 


with an upright bass and I did- 
n’t even know how to play it, 
and I wasn’t miked. I was 
thumping around trying to 
figure out how to fall in with 
Jerry Lee - and that wasn’t 
working. By that time, Roland 
had come out of the john, and 
I laid the bass down, and he 
came over and picked the bass 
up like he was ‘going to play 
it. He’s sat there trying to hit a 
note or two, so I picked up his 
guitar and I was going to play 
along with J.M. and Jerry. But 
by the time I got ready to play, 
Jerry ended the song. I hit that 
one note - that one little 
chord, and that was about it. 
So, I was on that, record, 
which was an accident. We 
were there for something else; 
we weren’t there for a Jerry 
Lee session. Jerry Lee was 
just going to be part of the 
band. 


KB: Really? The common 
story is that Jerry recorded 
that at his audition. 


BLR: Jerry Lee did not have 

an audition with Sam Phillips. 

He cut “Crazy Arms,” Jack 
Clement showed that to Sam, and Sam liked it. After that, he 
called a session and we went in and did a session on Jerry Lee. 
But nobody even knew the tape recorder was on, and after it 
was over Jack yelled out “That’s a hit!” And all of us were 
amazed, and Jerry Lee said, “You didn’t record that did you?” 
Jack said: “Yeah.” And Jerry said, “Hey man, we can do that 
better than that, let’s do it again!” Jack said, “No man - it’s 
good, we’re going to leave it like this.” He wanted to do it 
again, but that’s the only take there was of “Crazy Arms” that 
I know of -- they may have come in later and done some more 
-- but that take is the one they released. 


KB: Eventually, everything you guys recorded during the Sun 
days was released -- and there’s another version of “Crazy 
Arms,” but it’s from much later. 


BLR: Jerry cut a lot of sides over there. We used to go in and 
stay all night over there. We’d get into a groove and cut things 
in one or two takes all night long - then sometimes we’d go in 
and get nothin’. 


KB: For your own sessions, did you work the same way as 


Jerry Lee? No arrangements, just jamming? 


BLR: When Willi [Martin Willis] started playing sax for us 
that’s when we started putting some arrangements to things. 
Martin Willis was very talented - and before he came we’d just 
get in there and jam. But Willi was quite a perfectionist, and 
he liked everything to be done just right. I give him credit, 
because he would usually come up with our intros and solos, 
and knew when we should do this and do that. 


KB: Whose idea was it to just let the piano chord hang there 
at the end of “Flying Saucers Rock 'n' Roll?” 


BLR: Sam’s. He kept turning the pot completely up until it 
faded completely out, he said he thought it sounded like a fly- 
ing saucer taking off. 


KB: Was Sam Phillips’ greatest contributions at Sun in the 
area of engineering or as a producer? 


BLR: Well, I give most of my credit to Jack Clement. Jack cut 
most of my stuff. In fact, he cut most of everything after he got 
there. Jack understood everything that was going on - he’s a 
genius when it comes down to it. He knew what he wanted 
before he even came into the studio. The only thing I actually 
remember Sam Phillips having anything to do with was 
“Flying Saucers Rock 'n' Roll” and “Red Hot.” And, of course, 
the other sides of those two records, but that was the only time 
I remember Sam even being in the studio when I was record- 
ing. After Jack came around, Sam wasn’t there much. 


KB: I’m trying to match this up. Here's a guy you picked up 
hitchhiking -- how did he get the wherewithal to become a 
great studio producer? 


BLR: Jack had been involved in music since he was young, 
but up until [the Sun days], he hadn’t been old enough to do 


it. But once he decided to start 
Fernwood and all that, he knew where 
he was going. He's gone all the way to 
the top! He's produced some of the 
greatest acts in the world, and discov- 
ered some of the greatest acts in the 
world. So, Jack was just a natural pro- 
ducer. 


KB: Did he ever play bass on any of 
your stuff? 


BLR: He never played on anything of 
mine, but he was a good rhythm guitar 
player. He plays mandolin -- and he's a 
heckuva songwriter. 


‘KB: Why didn't Jack Clement write 
songs for you? 


BLR: He wasn't really writing the type of stuff I was doing. 
He took credit on three of my songs, which he wasn't sup- 
posed to -- but back in them days, I didn’t pay too much atten- 
tion to what was going on. And when they turned the writer's 
stuff into BMI, he had his name on there somewhere. It didn't 
matter to me at the time. At that time, I wasn't looking at the 


_ money part of it -- we were just having fun. That was back 


during the days when everybody got cheated. 


KB: I think that “Red Hot” and “Flying Saucers Rock 'n' 
Roll” are two of the greatest records of the rock’n’roll era. 


BLR: Thank you. Some say they're classics. They’ ve inspired 
a lot of artists. As a matter of fact, Bruce Springsteen said he 
cut his teeth on “Flying Saucers Rock 'n' Roll.” He said he 
grew up on my stuff. 


KB: Praise indeed from The Boss. 


BLR: And Bob Dylan said he considers me his hero. I opened 
some shows for him, and that’s the way he introduced me “My 
hero.” That was good. Y’know, Bob is a guy that a lot of peo- 
ple don’t understand, and I didn’t until I met him. Once I met 
him and sat down and talked with him - he turned out to be a 
good guy. I’ve worked with him and worked with his son. 
Jacob’s a nice guy. Real nice young guy - he told me, “I’ve 
known about you ever since I was a baby. I remember when I 
was. just two or three years old walking around wearing Billy 
Lee Riley T-shirts.” (Laughs.) So there are a lot of good peo- 
ple in this business, and there’s some that ain’t worth a crap. 
That’s the business, man - and that’s the way it is. 


Ken Burke can be reached at driguanal @aol.com. 


Part two of this three part interview will be in the next issue of 
Brutarian! t 
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Six Pack Theatre 


by Ozzy Fide 


LA INVASION DE LO 


MARCIANOS 


(d) Alfredo B. Crevenna (1966) 

At last count, and who's count- 
ing, there were only four Santo flicks 
that had been released in this country. 
The DVD revolution apparently is 
about to change all that, and so here we 
are, looking at (sans the atrocious dub- 
bing), a beautiful transfer of one of the 
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masked wrestler's greatest adventures. 
Certainly this must be considered one 
of Santo's most dangerous affairs, 
because in Invasion, our masked super 
wrestler is dealing not with zombies, 
not with vampire women, not with 
mummies but with . . Martians. That's 
right, Martians. Martians who've had 
the temerity to land in Mexico (as 
opposed to the USSR or US as Mexico 
is more peaceful) and demand, via tele- 
vision, that we Earthlings lay down our 


arms at once. Or risk having our planet 
reduced to cinders! The intrepid 
Mexicans, believing they are watching 
a badly dubbed episode of The Outer 
Limits, refuse to take the warning seri- 
ously. This enrages the folk from the 
angry red planet and before you can say, 
"Mil Mascaras," the Martians send two 
of their number to an outdoor sports 
complex to punish the skeptical som- 
brero-wearers. Which the dastardly duo 
proceed to do with evil death rays ema- 


nating from their astral . eyes. 
Unfortunately for the Martian twosome, 
Santo is in an adjoining playground 
teaching some kids how to wrestle and 
he puts a stop to the invaders' shenani- 
gans by knocking one of the Martians 
for a loop and tying the other into a 
pretzel after an epic struggle. Before 
Santo can get some answers though, 
both of his opponents press a button on 
their belts and vanish into thin air! The 
Martians are duly impressed by the 
masked one's grappling skills and 
decide that Santo must be captured and 
taken back to their planet and studied so 
that the people of Mars can develop 
others with the equivalent musculature 
and physical strength. Which is kind of 
ridiculous since all of the Martians are 
played by professional wrestlers and so 
they all look perfect particularly the 
females who are much prettier than 
Santo who wears a mask for a good rea- 
son but never mind. Not so perfect are 
the Martian outfits as they look like 
some Midwestern queen's idea of 
Parisian lounge wear. Mylar tights and 
half-cape with bat-collar ensembles are 
just not going to put the fear of God in 
anyone, my friends. Except, perhaps, 
the American distributor of this movie. 
Also just as inexplicable as Martian 
dress is the subsequent Martian deci- 
sion to kidnap unattractive and down- 
right decrepit south-of-the-border 
types. Santo, too, seems puzzled by this 
because rather than attempting an 
immediate rescue of his fellow citizens, 
he decides, instead, to first work out in 
a wrestling club, then complete an 
engagement in a professional wrestling 
show and, finally, romance a few 
Martian honeys. This laissez-faire atti- 
tude on the part of our hero again infu- 
riates the Martians and so they put into 
action a plan so diabolical, so mon- 
strous, propriety forbids Ozzy from 
mentioning it here. It does get Santo off 
his ass though, and boy let Oz tell you, 
Santo makes mincemeat of these space 
thugs faster than you can say, "Lucha 
libre." Oz knows it’s his job to tell you 
why Santo films are so good but he just 
ain't smart enough. That's what happens 
sometimes with art that is so stupid you 
kind of have to stop and marvel at the 


sheer idiocy of it all. Still, toward a bet- 
ter understanding of the Santo phenom- 
enon -over fifty films which in turn 
resulted in dozens of wrestling flicks 
featuring other masked grapplers - Mr. 
Fide humbly offers a few notes: 

1.) There is no logic employed only 
relative necessities which are valid only 
as a posteriori explanations. Santo does 
something not because it is the proper 
mode of action but only because he had 
not yet done this particular thing; 

2.) Allis alike. Whether there is danc- 
ing or mass murder, everything is given 
the same coloring or emotion by. the 
filmmakers. Which is indifference; 

3.) Incoherency is the organizing prin- 
ciple. Where B is supposed to follow A 
we go not to C but to a letter in another 
alphabet. Santo discovers a clue to 
Martian weakness but instead of show- 
ing the logical consequences of such 
discovery we cut to the Martian space- 
ship and a discussion of Martian fash- 
ion. A tentative conclusion from the 
aforementioned: Like life, Santo films 
are something else and their pleasures 
innumerable. 
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SLEEPLESS 
(d) Dario Argento (2000) 


If memory serves me well, and 
with all the drinking Ozzy does memo- 
ry itself has become a distant memory, 
Sleepless was not given a general 
release here in America. Overseas, crit- 
ics were hailing this giallo as a return to 
form for the Italian Hitchcock. "Not 
so," sayeth Mr. Fide, as the story is rid- 
dled with incongruities and the plotting 
stretches credulity to the breaking 
point. And, as with so many Argento 
features, misogyny is celebrated and the 
musical score intrudes rather than 
adorns. So what's to like? Well, this is a 
horror film so none of the above are real 
concerns are they? We want gory graph- 


ic murders female nudity, foreboding 
atmosphere and a little style. Argento, 
as is his wont, gives us all of this in a 
narrative asking us to believe the Turin 
police would let a long retired police 
chief (Max von Sydow who betrays not 
a trace of embarrassment at having to 
appear in a potboiler like this) and an 
unemployed waiter help track down a 
serial killer. A vicious butcher known as 
The Dwarf thought to be dead some 
seventeen years. The murders have sud- 
denly begun again - beautiful women 
horribly mutilated as in so many of the 
maestro's works- and the frustrated 
police turn to von Sydow, the detective 
who originally worked the case. Now 
von Sydow is supposed to be a genius; 
but what kind of mental giant would 
attempt to pin serial murders on a 
dwarf? C'mon, even if you weren't well 
read on the subject of serial murder - 
and Oz is - common sense would tell 
you that people of small stature would 
have a terribly difficult time perpetrat- 
ing a series of murders. How do you 
keep from being noticed? How do you 
guietly overpower victims taller and 
heavier than you? How do you move 
with lightening speed when even the 
simplest tasks take an inordinate 
amount of time? 

So maybe von Sydow isn't a 
genius. In Argento's screenplay, howev- 
er, you end up asking yourself whether 
maybe von Sydow isn't a little senile 
after he decides that an unemployed 
waiter would make a great Watson to 
his Sherlock Holmes. The waiter is the 
son of one of the original victims and 
von Sydow promised him, all those 
years ago, that he would dedicate his 
life to finding the killer and so, out of 
guilt and needing some fresh legs, von 
Sydow takes him on. 

Ridiculous, although plausibil- 
ity has never been Argento's strength 
and, unless you plan to watch Sleepless 
more than once, this shouldn't bother 
you. With films this beautifully pho- 
tographed and artful composed, you're 
not really expected to think much or 
often anyway. Moreover, some of the 
sanguinary set pieces are so magnifi- 
cently accomplished you're willing to 
forgive Dario anything. Throw in the 
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ironic references to Argento's previous ` 
work - susurrus voices adumbrating a 

murder, nursery rhyme fostering a psy- 

chosis, animal motifs, Freudian notions 

of child as father to the man - and 

you've got a solid outing for the horror 

fan. 


THE MONSTER THAT 


CHALLENGED THE WORLD 
(d) Arnold Laven (1957) 


Didja know there's a huge salt 
lake in southern California called the 
Salton Sea? Yeah, they call it a "sea" 
because it's so big. Didja know, too, that 
as a result of radioactive testing by the 
Navy in the Fifties that sea snails 
swelled to tremendous size then got 
together and plotted to take over the 
world? Probably not, Oz guesses, as the 
snails couldn't move too guickly and so 
the danger to the planet was snuffed out 
almost as guickly as it began. Kudos to 
our sailor boys for a job well done. 

Monster is a poorly made, 
ineptly acted film rarely televised. 
Which is all the more reason you should 
catch it the next time it screens on one 
of your local low-band UHF stations. 
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Just look at this cast: an alarmingly 
beefy Tim Holt (Magnificent Ambersons, 
Treasure of Sierra Madre), Hans 
Conreid ("Hi friends, now you too can 
own the world's greatest music at a frac- 
tion of the cost."), and Audrey Dalton 
(Mr. Sardonicus, Kitten With A Whip). 
All emoting as if it was Akira Kurosawa 
behind the camera. Then there's the 
monsters. Actually, it's one huge paper- 
mache monster filmed over and over 
again. Yep, it's big all right; so big that 
it can't be moved around the set and so 
the monsters' 
victims have to 


stand rigidly 
still while the 
giant slug 


gracelessly has 
its upper body 
manipulated so 
it can ungain- 
fully snatch its 
victims. Then 
there's the 
script, a work of 
art in itself. 
Possessing all 
the charm and 
wit of a phone 
directory. 

Normally, 
Ozzy Fide doesn't like to deconstruct 
moldy-oldies like this one but a word 
needs to be said about the treatment of 
women in these drive-in "classics." And 
no, Oz isn't bringing this up because 
he's recently married. He's bringing it 
up because He doesn't understand how 
audiences at the time were supposed to 
think men were being suave when call- 
ing women "Honey" whilst ogling their 
breast flaps and hind parts. What gives? 
This is unacceptable behavior even in a 
Turkish prison. Laugh if you want to 
Mr. Guy Man but do yourself a favor. 
The next time you're at a horror con- 
vention take a long hard look around 
and ask yourself why there are so few 
women in attendance. 
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MODERN VAMPIRES 
(d) Richard Elfman (2001) 


While Oz doesn't hold much 
with the hoity-toity auteur theory, he 
does think that some film-type persons, 
Orson Welles and William Lustig por 
ejemplo, have more to do with the fin- 
ished product than most. Same can be 
said for Danny Elfman's brother here 
and his partner, screenwriter Matthew 
Bright. Hell, just look at what they've 
done in the past and you can say it's a 
safe bet that you're in for a good time 
with anything new they've put their 
name to. Let's see, you've got Forbidden 
Zone. Mmmm, what else? Oh yes, 
Freeway and Freeway 2. All cult clas- 
sics. Now we have Modern Vampires, a 
post-modern vampire film set in L.A. 
that studiously and slavishly follows the 
three post-modern touchstones of hor- 
ror filmmaking: boobs, blood and 
beastly behavior. Sorry for sounding so 
misogynist but let's face it gals, horror 
flicks are made for guys. Very young 
and very inexperienced guys. So we 
have to judge accordingly and, based on 
the aforementioned, Modern Vampires 
gets close to a full six-pack. Oz had lit- 
tle choice, what with scene after scene 
of either gratuitous violence or beauti- 
ful women getting naked while getting 
ripped apart or ripping others apart. 
Plus blood all over everything. None of 
which would matter if you didn't have a 
wittily decadent script and Rod Steiger 
chewing the scenery like a rabid dog. 
Steiger is a second-generation Van 
Helsing here, driven so loopy by 
Dracula and his brood that he's willing 
to enlist da Crips to help him rid the 
globe of the vampire plague. The whole 
thing's played for laughs, though it's 
laughter amidst jaw-dropping tableaus 
of bloodletting and cavalier mayhem. 
Modern Vampire's one flaw is that it 
refuses to take it's decadence seriously; 
it asks us to consider whether the beau- 
tiful and the sophisticated, by virtue of 
being superior, have the right to exploit 
the less gifted, and then avoids the 
guestion altogether, taking refuge in 
cheap jokes and gratuitous violence. As 
Ozzy is rather young, rich and beautiful 


himself, He's more than happy to settle 
for grue and sophomoric yuks. You 
may not be. You being old, poor and 
decidedly unattractive. 
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SESSION 9 
(d) Brad Anderson (2001) 


Publicized as 2001's answer to 
Blair Witch, this visually arresting and 
highly inventive film sank without a 
trace, putting the final nail in the coffin 
of nominal star David Caruso's sputter- 
ing movie career in the process. A 
shame, really, because Session 9 is a 
genuinely disquieting experience for 
the most part. Setting the story in a 
decrepit neo-Victorian mental hospital 
almost guarantees this but Anderson, 
with his restless, prowling camerawork 
and his bravura use of color - over- 
ripened browns and sepulchral blues - 
sets us down early on uneasy street and 
keeps us there for the duration. There 
isn't much of a story here - construction 
removal experts cleaning out the afore- 
said nut house of asbestos gradually 
begin to fall to pieces- but the devil is in 
the details. The way the characters sub- 
tly change, the increasingly disconnect- 
ed dialogue, the slow but ominous 
transformation of the asylum from 
handsome relic to forbidding ruin. 
Anderson is confident enough in his 


material to let things gradually de- . 


evolve and for the casual viewer, the 
early going, which is rather talky, may 
seem cumbrous. Mr. Fide humbly asks 
those with shorter attention spans to 
hang in there for the first twenty min- 
utes; you'll be rewarded with eighty 
minutes of terribly unsettling entertain- 
ment, Like the aforementioned Blair 
Witch, nothing much happens (until the 
denouement, then it simply rains 
blood); it's more about suggestion, but 
what's suggested, barely shown, 


becomes creepier and creepier the far- 
ther in you allow yourself to go. 
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POOR WHITE TRASH 
(d) Michael Addis (2001) 


Did this thing even play at the 
theaters? Oz doesn't remember seeing it 
on the billboard outside of any of the 
multiplexes in Accokeek, Maryland 
(former home of Link Wray), and a 
movie like this is one that usually plays 
for weeks out here. "Out here" being a 
place where there's a dive bar every 
couple of miles and the food stores 
stock thirty-seven different brands of 
chewing tobacco as well as all the latest 
wrasslin' magazines. Still, Accokeek 
did manage to miss Trash and that's a 
shame because this is one of the sleazi- 
est, gut-busting comedies to come 
down the pike since the invention of the 
drive-in. In fact, this is the kind of 
movie that used to be made solely to be 
shown at the drive in. If you're over 
forty, you know what that means; that's 
right, movies with washed-up character 
actors (William Devane, Sean Young, 
M. Emmet Walsh), and gorgeous but 
talentless starlets (Jaime Pressly), doing 
their level-headed best to bring a mod- 
icum of professionalism to a script that 
doesn't merit even phone-in perform- 
ances. Well, the script is as stupid as 
stupid can be; nevertheless, prepare to 
be highly entertained in this story of the 
dumbsploits of two teenage trailer- 
dwelling doofuses and their inept 
efforts to master the roles of petty 
thieves. Actually, one of the pair just 
wants to make enough so he can pay the 
first year's tuition at Southern Illinois 
University but let's not get off on a tan- 
gent here or Oz will have to spend the 
next ten-thousand words setting up 
everything and straightening out a very 
complicated nevertheless easy to under- 
stand story. Suffice to say, our two 
teenage dolts can't spit without asking 


someone which way the wind blows 
and after their first caper winds up get- 
ting them arrested their lawyer, a cow- 
boy-outfitted William Devane, and the. 
smarter of the pair's momma, Sean 
Young, decide to get intimately 
involved in the duo's criminal exploits. 
Each without telling the other. Sounds 
complicated. It ain't. It all dovetails 
nicely and it all works because director 
and screenwriter Addis has a real way 
with plotting and an emphatic under- 
standing of the great unwashed. The 
characters may be bumptious carica- 
tures but their diction, their walk, their 
incidentals of dress, all have that down- 
home feel that tells you that this, all of 
this, is a brilliant exaggeration. Don't 
know what else this Addis fella has 
done but he's definitely a talent to 
watch. 
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MONSTERS CRASH THE 
PAJAMA PARTY 
(d/ed) Mike Vraney (2001) 

This spook show compilation 
has been getting a lot of praise in cult 


film magazines but damn if Ozzy can 
see why. What you're supposed to get is 
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a kind of in-home spook show experi- 
ence but there's nothing "spooky" or too 
terribly interesting about any of this. 
And you know you're in trouble when 
the centerpiece of this comp is a terribly 
unfunny 31 minute amateurish spook 
show theatrical feature. Not only is it a 
crashing bore, it has no ending. Right, 
that's because, as a spook show feature, 
the climax involved live interaction 
with the audience; the film would cut 
off, actors in monster costumes would 
run out and the denouement would be 
enacted on the moviehouse stage. So, 
lessee, what else do we get? Hmmm, a 
darkhouse ride, two hilarious "spooky" 
educational shorts (one in 3D) and the 
raison d'etre of this project: forty-five 
minutes of spook show previews and a 
gallery of spook. show stills and 
exploitation art with accompanying 
radio spot ads. Fairly amusing and rec- 
ondite stuff; enough to pique your 
curiosity and have you turning to either 
of the two audio commentaries by 
spook show mavens Dr. Evil and Dr. 
Jekyl. That's if you can find said com- 
mentaries, as the producers of this DVD 
have seen fit to use icons rather than 
titles as guideposts to the disc's con- 
tents. Which means unless you have a 
photographic memory you're never 
going to be able to find anything other 
than by pure chance. Director/editor 
Mike Vraney said his kids loved this 
aspect of Monsters but Oz is not a kid 
and besides Vraney's kids might be 
retarded so what does that prove? Only 
that this is the first DVD in history that 
makes for better viewing on VHS. 
That's quite an accomplishment when 
you stop and think about it. 
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BULLY 
(d) Larry Clarke (2001) 


Brad Renfro, Rachel Miner and Bijou 
Philips lead of cast of "whatevers" in 
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the best delinquent flick since Rivers 
Edge. Which Bully shamelessly steals 
from. No matter, as only true genius 
steals shamelessly. Brad plays Marty 
Puccio, a burnt-out surfer dude looking 
to distance himself from his childhood 
friend, Bobby, who has been beating 
him up and humiliating him since day 
one. Brad being something less than an 
idiot, has been sulkingly going along 
for the ride; but when his beautiful girl- 
friend Lisa (Miner) decides he's had 
enough, she convinces Brad to kill 
Bobby. As Mary and Lisa do not pos- 
sess half a brain between them, they 
enlist the aid of all their stoner friends 


to help them map out a plan. Thanks to- 


a brilliant screenplay and some astute 
direction by Clarke, we never are 
allowed to get bored; despite the fact 
that none of the characters are able to 
complete a sentence or that any of 
them harbor a sin- 
gle coherent 
thought. These 
"kids" may be a 
few hundred bricks 
shy of a load but 
their idiocy is made 
utterly fascinating. 
You watch and you 
watch and you 
watch, dumbfound- 
ed as to how these 
people manage to 
get through the day, 
yet knowing that 


this is the way it is with the drugged-out 
mall generation. Earning a living? 
Impossible. Murder? Whatever. It's just 
a video game. 
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SATAN WAS A LADY 


(d) Doris Wishman (2001) 

Not to put too fine a point on 
it, but legendary schlock auteur's much- 
anticipated comeback blows in every 
conceivable respect. There's no blood, 
no sex scenes and the nudity consists 
entirely of star Honey Lauren's fake 
breasts. The story, which concerns the 
aforementioned Honey as a dominatrix 
trying to seduce arich naif while black- 
mailing his father, is also completely 
uninvolving: Still, we never watched 
Wishman flicks for the story; we 
watched because of the wretched cam- 
erawork, the unholy obsessions with 
feet, facial blemishes and interior deco- 
ration, the amphigoric dialogue. This 
was style, this was vision, no matter 
how wretched, no matter how infantile 
the themes. Ah, how we long for Doris 
unchained after watching this banal 
effort! Yes, Doris has willingly fettered 
herself for Satan Was A Lady; she went 
out and got herself a producer and he's 
sanded all her rough edges, made sure 
things went from A to B to C, coaxed 
relatively restrained performances from 
his cast. The upshot is a professional- 
looking feature with absolutely nothing 


to recommend it: no morbid caprices of 
psychology, no fantastically grotesque 
tableau vivants, no tedious absorption 
in the mundane. Nothing but the surface 
of exploitation without any of its 
unhealthy underlying preoccupations 
and sick latent fantasies. Leave it to a 
man to make a woman boring. Were 
the creator of such remarkable effronts 
as Bad Girls Go To Hell and Another 
Day, Another Man capable of feeling 
such an emotion, we would ask her to 
be ashamed. 


BAISE-MOI 
(d) Coralie and Virginie Despentes 
(2000) 


You wanna teach young men 
to respect women? Tie them to a chair 
and make them watch this: one of the 
nastiest expressions of contempt for 
men and patriarchy ever committed to 
celluloid. Directed by two feminist porn 
workers, Baise-Moi (loosely translated 
as rape or fuck-me) mixes hardcore sex 
and brutal violence almost interchange- 
ably as a way of reminding us that real- 
ity, society, what-have-you, is an out- 
rage, a continuous metaphorical rape of 
women. For Coralie and Despentes, 


then, liberation involves taking arms 
against a sea of troubles and by thus 
opposing, ending them. Which our two 
beautiful heroines, Manu and Nadine, 
do; one walking out on her hooker gig 
after throttling her roommate, the other 
also taking it on the lam after blowing 
away her boyfriend when he's less than 
sympathetic about her recent rape. 
Fortune throws the two together but 
when Manu and Nadine both realize 
they're mad as hell and ain't gonna take 
it anymore they decide without thinking 
about it too much to rob and steal and 
fuck until they are killed or kill them- 
selves. Mostly they kill men - unless 
they're having hot sex with them - but 
as women are collaborators in the war 
against women they too are just as like- 
ly to be shot down. Baise-Moi has been 
described as a Gaulic Thelma and 
Louise but that's a bit of a reach; Oz 
doesn't recall Susan Sarandon sticking 
her gun up the ass of anyone or Geena 
Davis intentionally vomiting on a guy's 
penis and then stomping him to death. 
Geez, after watching this a few times 
Mr. Fide is beginning to understand 
what Andrea Dworkin is all about. 
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VISITOR O 
(d) Takashi Miike (2001) 


In one of his online columns, 
Mr. Fide ranted and raved about 
Takashi Miike's Audition, my choice 
for Film of 2001, which, he later found 
out, was made in 1999. Well, Ozzy just 
rented a copy of Visitor Q, one of 
Miike's 2001 efforts, and you'd better 
get ready for even more ranting! This is 
one of the most depraved and sick films 
Oz has ever seen, and readers of this 
column know ole Oz has seen a lot of 
trash in his time! It starts out with a 
middle-aged television reporter inter- 
viewing a very young hooker about the 
youth of today. Within minutes they're 


engaged in rather explicit sex in bed 
("explicit" in Japanese films meaning 
fuzzed-out genitals, of course). Nothing 
wrong here, except they're father and 
runaway daughter. The father returns 
home, but not before getting bashed in 
the head twice with rocks by a red-jack- 
eted punk - while waiting at a train sta- 
tion, then walking down the sidewalk 
near his house. He invites the basher to 
come visit and stay at his house, intro- 
ducing him as his friend (!?). 
Meanwhile at the house, his wife is get- 
ting brutally mauled by a rug beater 
wielded by her cleanliness-freak son, 
whose high school bullying classmates 
are outside, shooting industrial strength 
fireworks at the house, blowing holes in 
the walls. The wife/mother regularly 
shoots up heroin to relieve her stress, 
and works part-time as a hooker, seeing 
a john who gets off on doing it with a 
woman who limps.....and Ozzy ain't 
making up any of this, by the way! This 
family makes the kooks from films such 
as Almodovar's What Have I Done to 
Deserve This? and John Water's 
Polyester look like the Brady Bunch. 
An extremely tasteless black comedy 
full of all sorts of perversions and vio- 
lence. Oz especially liked the scene 
where the father strangles his mistress 
and has sex with the corpse, only to get 
caught inside her when rigor mortis sets 
in "down there.” His wife, who has sud- 
denly discovered she can lactate like the 
mother of newborn quintuplets (don't 
ask!), helps him out by shooting him up 
- which DOES work, by the way, at 
least in this movie. VERY highly rec- 
ommended, and needless to say, it made 
Ozzy Fide anxious to find other Miike 
releases like Fudoh from 1996, Dead or 
Alive from 1999 and The City of Lost 
Souls from 2000. 
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interviewed by Lydia Lunch and Gene Gregorits 


Illustration by Christopher Krolczyk 


John Waters: Hi Lydia. 


Lydia Lunch: Hi John. Hey, both 
myself and Gene are going to do you 
together today. 


JW: Oh, that's okay. 
LL: So I’m going to start it off. 
JW: And you’re taping right? 


LL: Aaaand we’re taping. I wish we 
were videotaping......I'Il talk to you 
about that later. 


LL: One of the most charming aspects 
of your personality is that in spite of all 
the difficulties, and they've been 
numerous, that you've encountered in 
getting your films made, you never 
seem to appear bitter. And you've always 
managed to maintain a very enthusiastic 
disposition. How do you do it? 


JW: Well, what do I have to really be 
bitter about? Like right now, I don't 
even know who's making my next 
movie. So I'm pitchin’ it, and it's the 
same thing. Never, when I finish a 
movie....after 35 years, you’d think, you 
might think....I don’t have Woody 
Allen's career, let's put it that way. I 
can't just write the end of my treatment 
and that's the first day of pre-produc- 
tion. But why should I be bitter? I’ve 
never had to get a job I hated. I’ve 
always been able to make movies. You 
know, I have other careers too. I’m a 
photographer, I get to do college lec- 
tures. But I always have to get up in the 
morning, think of something fucked up, 
and figure out in the afternoon how to 
make money from that. And that’s not a 


bad job! 
LL: I understand completely. 


JW: Because, you know, I can go to 
work in my underpants. I can..... 


LL: Are you in them now? 


JW: Nooooo. But in the morning I only 
have to walk through two rooms, from 
my bedroom to where I write, so it’s not 
like I even have to go out and go to a 
boss, I don’t even have to walk to work! 


LL: Exactly. You seem so easily 
amused and have an almost childlike 
awe, which is completely endearing. 
But what is exactly the best way to 
entertain you on a Sunday afternoon? 


JW: Funny you would say that. That’s 
the one day you would never find me. 
It’s the one day I don’t answer my 
phone, it’s the one day I don’t go out, 
it’s... 


LL: You pull a Larry Hagman? 


JW: I stay in bed and read all day. But 
the best way to entertain me? It depends 
on what city we’re in! Because in 
Baltimore I like it low, and in New York 
I like it fancy sometimes. In LA, I like 
it....everywhere's different. I have a dif- 
ferent kind of circle of friends in each 
city. But most of them I have known for 
a long, long time, and one thing that I 
can say, with my friends in each city, 
we don't talk about my career. Or 
theirs! That is not the main subject of 
contention. Which is a relief to me. 
Because if people only talked about 
movies to me, what would I make 
movies about? I've gotta hear other 
people’s stories. I’ve gotta hear their 


worst days. I’ve gotta hear about their 
lunatic struggles! It’s just as interesting 
to me. I mean, that’s entertainment. 
Mary Vivian Pierce once said to me, 
“Just think about all the horror stories 
that go on in other people’s lives!” I 
wanna hear’em! 


LL: Well, no wonder you’re amused! 
Being a naughty Catholic, you must be 
very thrilled at-I know I am-at the 
recent controversy surrounding the 
Catholic church, which by now has 
implicated over a hundred priests. 


JW: Well, by saying I’m a naughty 
Catholic......first of all, I’m an ex- 
Catholic, and I was raised-oddly 
enough- I only went to Catholic high 
school, which was worse! I was in pri- 
vate grade school. My mother was 
Catholic and my father wasn't. They 
sent you to Sunday school, where they 
really were mean to you, because they 
thought that your parents didn't send 
you to Catholic school, so they would 
say “Your parents are going to Hell” 
and other stuff the nuns would tell you. 
Am I thrilled about it? To me, more 
guilty than the pedophiles are the 
priests that knew about it and kept mov- 
ing them around. And unless they are 
fellow pedophiles, there is no excuse. 
They should be in prison. Pedophiles, I 
feel bad for sometimes. Because they 
don't choose to be one. Thank God I’m 
not one. I taught them in prison. They 
are impossible to make better. And they 
only learn to lie. And they basically 
think...that the [kids] love them back. 
And now...it's a different thing. A fif- 
teen year old, fucking them? It's a dif- 
ferent thing. It's stupid, reckless, and 
illegal. But it's not pedophilia. It's a 
chicken gueen. 
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Gene Gregorits: (Laughs, loudly.) 


JW: A pedophile......look, pubic hair is 
where I draw the line. 


LL: (laughs) 


JW: I’m not turned on by a lack of 
pubic hair and I’m not talking about 
shaving. 


LL: (laughs) 


JW: If you’re attracted to sixteen year 
old boys, you’re a chicken queen. There 
is a difference. 


LL: I draw the line at pubic hair myself. 
JW: Yeah. 
LL: (laughs) 


JW: Sixteen year olds are horny and 
there are 16 year olds who wanna fuck 
adults. I’m not sayin’ you should fuck- 
'em! But it’s a big difference to me. 
And what's most depressing about it; 
there was this very liberal Catholic 
magazine in Boston where this whole 
beehive of pedophilia seems to be cen- 
tered. It is the aorta of lack-of-pubic- 
hair cocksucking. Seems to me...they 
did this cover story about trying to be 
very liberal or something, and [saying 
that] maybe it is the time now, for 
priests to be able to get married. That 
isn't going to solve anything! They still 
don't get it. That isn't going to solve 
pedophilia! People don't become 
pedophiles because they can't get 
pussy! It's not because they're horny. 
See, if all priests were allowed to be 
married, there still would be pedophile 
priests! So, even the liberal Catholics 
and the clergy don't undertsand it. To 
me, the people that should be in prison 
are the non-pedophiles that knew about 
them, and hid them, and moved them 
around, because they were letting them 
continue. They were encouraging it. 


GG: The enablers. 


JW: Yes. 
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GG: I saw you on television not long 
ago voicing that argument. 


JW: On Politically Incorrect. 


GG: It was on P.I., yeah. What is anoth- 
er strong conviction or view you have 
that riles people up to quite the extent 
that one must? Sounds like common 
sense to me, but........ 


JW: I don't know if that riles people. 
You know, Catholicism......... they are 
the enemy to me. Although my mother 
is a Catholic, she doesn't push it on me. 
Yeah, it's a very important part of her 
life, but she's not a fanatic! She's not 
anti-gay, she doesn't march or picket 
abortion clinics. That's fine. If it makes 
her happy, fine. I’m not against that. 


GG: I was meaning more in terms of 
your age-of-consent argument, drawing 
the line at pubic hair. It’s not the most 
popular opinion. 


JW: Oh I don’t know. Certainly, I think 
that anyone else, if they are honest, will 
admit that there are horny sixteen year 
olds, who are looking to get laid. But 
it’s reckless and stupid, and if you’re 
forty years old, it’s pretty dumb to 
chase sixteen year olds. But...you might 
find one! And I don’t think that you’d 
need to be in prison. You may need to 
be in a psychiatrist’s office! And you 
certainly shouldn’t be in a confessional. 


GG: Chopper was one of your favorite 
films of 2001. It was my favorite, out- 
right, of last year. 

JW: Loved Chopper. 


GG: Yeah, it was great! Did it make 


you think, or have you ever thought 


about doing a real life, true crime bio- 
pic yourself? 


JW: Well, I think I already did it, twice 
in a way. Serial Mom was a parody of a 
true crime movie. It even started out 
with the time and the date, and at the 
end it said certain people “chose not to 
participate in the making of this film.” 
And Female Trouble was, in a way, a true 


crime movie. But base it on a real case? 
GG: Yeah. 


JW: Yes, if Fhadn't made Serial Mom, 
but since I did make Serial Mom, than 
no. I’ve done that genre. 


GG: Right. Confederacy Of Dunces is 
the funniest book I've ever read. I 
heard that you had taken a meeting to 
discuss the possibility of directing a 
planned adaptation of that film, one of 
the many that never got off the ground, 
in Hollywood over the years. But in that 
meeting....something went terribly 
wrong, I was told. Who was the pro- 
ducer at that meeting? 


JW: (irritated) No way. I’m not going 
to say his name. It’s a very, very touchy 
situation. If we’re gonna get into that 
subject, of.....the Manson Family, 
which I do believe you were leading 


GG: No! I mean, I didn’t know Manson 
was involved in that..... 


JW: Oh. Well, what happened in that 
meeting was....this was before I knew 
how to pitch a movie in Hollywood. 
And I probably gave them a very bad 
pitch for one thing. Because I didn’t 
know how to do it yet. I later found out, 
that the producer who I was pitch- 
ing.....I left him a copy of Shock Value. 
And in that book is a picture of me and 
Tex Watson. I later discovered that this 
producer was the one who discovered 
the bodies. Talk about awkward. 


LL: (laughs) 

JW: He didn’t call me back. 

GG: (laughs) 

JW: But I felt bad about that now, and 
also, I feel very differently now, about 
the Manson Family. 

TAPE CUTS FOR APPX. 10 MIN- 


UTES, THIS PORTION OF THE 
RECORDING IS LOST 


JW: [Hollywood] believes that three 
stars will make every movie a hit. They 
never can, and that takes a long time, 
and luckily if they get the green light, 
and that’s the hardest one to get, then 
you have pre-production, then you 
make the movie. You edit it. You score 
it. The music, and the press and the 
interviews and all the promotion in 
Europe. It’s two and a half years if 
every single thing goes perfectly for me 
from the first day. And it never does. So 
it’s a very, very long process if you’re 
like me and want your nose in every- 
thing. 


GG: I was wondering which, out of the 
last, say, four films, has been the hard- 
est to get off the ground and the hardest 
to release? 


JW: Cecil B. Demented was the hardest 
to shoot, because I had thirty-one days. 
I had thirty-three days to make Pecker, 
which is basically a movie about the art 
world where people talk. And Cecil B. 
Demented has 12 major characters that 
were in every scene, and guns, and 
action. Car chases. They’re all hard to 
_get off the ground. I thought up Cecil B. 
Demented before Pecker and I couldn’t 
get it made. So I made Pecker, then 
went back and made Cecil B. 
Demented. It just depends. Every year, 
the kinds of people who say “yes” 
change positions. They’re never gone 
(laughs), they move to another place. 
Or they just had a hit, or they’re making 
a movie, or they’re not making movies 
now. So it’s very political in a way, and 
I do read all the trade papers. I keep up 
on that. Because it’s important, for 
when I’m going to make the next 
movie. I mean, CAA is my agent, which 
is kind of the ultimate irony. I have the 
most Hollywood kind of agents. But 
they’re great. Now, the difference 
between independent films and 
Hollywood films is very, very little. 
Hollywood’s looking for the next 
weirdo movie, and the art distributors 
are looking for next movie that can 
cross over. So they are both looking for 
impossible things! (laughs) 


LL: Do you try to see every mainstream... 


JW: Oh, GOD no. 


LL:...movie that comes out? I mean, 
you just mentioned..... 


JW: I’m not a masochist anymore 
Lydia. 


GG: (laughs) 


JW: I certainly was. But I just 
never....there are certain ones that I just 
know I’m never going to see, And, no, I 
don’t. 


LL: You mentioned Y Tu Mama 
Tambien. Was that the last major 
release..... 


JW: That's an independent film. It's a 
Mexican film that, if it was rated, would 
be an NC-17. 


LL: Yes, but it is a major release film. 
JW: Yeah, I loved that. 


LL: Well, what is the last mainstream 
film that you saw? 


JW: Let me look. I write down every 
movie I see. I might not have seen one. 
Oh! Panic Room. 


LL: How was it? 


JW: Fine! I love Jodie! I like that genre 
of movie. I remember The Penthouse. I 
remember Lady In A Cage. (booming) 
Kitten With a Whip! Woman left alone 
in her apartment. So that was the last 
mainstream movie. I thought it was fine. 


LL: What do you think of David 
Fincher in general? 


JW: He made Seven, and Fight Club? 
LL: Yes. 


JW: I thought they were great. Really 
big budget, fairly radical movies. 


LL: I love David Fincher. Loved 
Seven. Gene is obsessed with Fight 
Club. 


JW: [Panic Room] is definitely less 
radical than Fight Club. 


GG: What are your basic feelings on 
Fight Club? / 


JW: Well, I love violence in movies. I 
hate violence in real life. I’ve never 
been in a [serious] fight in my life, 
probably because I'd lose. 


GG: (laughs) 


JW: If I could beat people up, maybe 
I'd be the most violent person. But any- 
one could beat me up, basically. I 
haven’t been in a lot of fights in my life. 
I’m not bad at a verbal fight. There, I 
win. But if it ever comes down to 
Friday night brawl, I hop in the car and 
peel out. There aren’t too many peo- 
ple..... (chuckles)...trying to get -into 
fights with me. And I’m not walking 
around with a chip on my shoulder after 
two drinks. (laughs) 


LL: Any other directors out there who you 
feel are doing something really original? 


JW: Yeah! You know, I really like Todd 
Solondz, I really liked his last movie....I 
know some people didn’t, but I thought 
it was really good. I like Todd Haynes a 
lot. I like Hal Hartley. I like Bruce 
laBruce very much. Francois Uzone, 
this French director. I liked The Piano 
Teacher and Y Tu Mama Tambien, the 
two movies I most liked that I’ve seen 
recently. So, I think it’s better than ever, 
I really do. I don’t think my generation 
was better. I think all the young kids 
today....I go to colleges and lecture all 
the time-still doin’ that, Lydia- 


LL: (exasperated, drawn out) I’m doing 
it too. I know! 


JW: You know who opened for me in 
two places? Peaches. 


LL: Oh good! 
JW: Yeah, she was great. The 
Vaudeville Circuit! We’re both still on 


it! I feel the kids now are great. You 
don’t have to move to LA or New York 
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anymore. There’s cute, cool kids every- 
where. Because of the internet, they 
don’t have to leave. Because, New York 
is NOT so cutting edge these days! 


LL: Haven’t lived there in 12 years. 


JW: I have an apartment there and I 
love it there, but believe me, there’s no 
Avenue D. There’s no bad neighbor- 
hoods anymore in New York. Which..is 
sad for young people. 


GG: It is really sad, and plus, the 
fact is, that in those neighbor- 
hoods you would find people 
today that measured up to the 
genuine freakishness and authen- 
ticity of people like your 
Dreamlanders in the 70’s. You’ve 
said that you see weird and cool 
kids all over the place, but how 
often does a weirdo really catch 
your eye, someone with the style 
of your original cast members? 


JW: Oh I don’t know. I see cool 
kids all the time. And I think the 
art world in New York has the 
cutest kids. I think all the most 
stylish kids are usually out at 
every art opening. But yeah, I still 
go to the underground clubs and 
yeah, the kids still look great 
today. I guess if I was 18, would I 
be pierced and tattooed? I would 
like the piercing I think, because 
you can take it out. But a tattoo is 
too butch for me, basically. And I 
never had a lot of muscle, so if I 
was going to get any tattoo, I 
would just get Popeye’s anchor. 
You know, the most pitiful tattoo, 
you know, the anchor with the 
rope around it? 


GG: (long, excruciating laughter) 


LL: But today, everyone is pierced 
and tattooed for instant credibility. 


JW: Yeah. 
LL: As the mainstream and the media 


become more explicit-I call it the porni- 
fication of America, what with Gregory 
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Dark directing Brittany Spears, which 
is just amazing, insane..... 


JW: Are you against it? 


LL: Well, let me finish. With MAD TV 
doing heroin spoofs and....I think, is it 
causing...let me put it this way: is Neo- 
Conservatism next, as the backlash 
against this? | 


JW: Well, what it is, is...it's just over. 


Who makes gross-out movies now? 
Hollywood. It's come full circle. The 
only thing left, is for a Hollywood star 
to show penetration. And I said that last 
year at the Independent Spirit Awards. 
It did happen this year with European 
stars, in that movie Intimacy. And in Fat 


Girl, which is a movie I like very much 
too. The next thing is....that's the only 
thing left. Once that happens, the rating 
system will be over, because if it's in a 
serious film, that's going to win Oscars, 
believe me, they’ll try to do that. Give 
the actor [a] bravery [award] for giving 
a blow job or something. Basically, then 
it'll be over, because that's the only 
taboo left. But the gross out stuff....the 
gore? I mean, what was Saving Private 
Ryan? The first twenty minutes was a 


Herschell Gordon Lewis movie. And 
then you have Freddy Got Fingered and 
all those movies, this new National 
Lampoon movie [Van Wilder-ed.], 
they’re all gross-out movies. I would 
never use [gross-out scenes] like that 
anymore. I’m not against it! I thought 


Scary Movie was funny. But....it’s over. 
As far as cutting edge or there being 
anything new. I don’t think kids are 
even interested in that anymore. I think 
it’s better, because they have to think of 
a new way. Because it’s weird, and it’s 
hard. 


LL: To me, I think the new way is that 
we’ve been shown everything. But 
we're not being told anything. This is 
what is always missing so much, and I 
like a good slasher, a horror, or piece of 
pornography probably more than the 
next woman, however...I want some- 
thing that goes deeper than the gore. I 
want the psychological reasoning 
behind it. 


JW: You don’t think Cronenberg does 
that? 


LL: Well, yeah and Dead Ringers is 
one of my favorite films. But what was 
the last good film he made? 


JW: Ooooh, I think they’re all good! I 
think Naked Lunch was good! I think 
M. Butterfly was good. I think Crash 
was great! 


LL: Oh, Crash was great. 


JW: Yeah. So like you said, there is one 
who does do that. 


LL: Yeah and that’s what we need more 
of. It’s like the Madonna theory. They 
will show us everything, and we're left 


with this spiritual and psychological 
void. 


JW: But don’t you find the new ones 
funny?.Don’t you find Andrew W.K. 
great? 

LL: No! 

GG: I love him! 

JW: I love him too. 


GG: (laughs) 


JW: I think he’s hilarious. He might 
only be here for five minutes, but I play 


his record loudly in my car. People give 
me dirty looks at every red light. I real- 
ly feel like Don Knotts playing his 
music. “Let’s parrrrrty till we PUKE! 
Yeah!” He makes me laugh and puts me 
in a good mood. 


GG: It’s great. He’s got that bloody 
nose on the album cover, the cocaine 
nose, which I think is pretty ballsy. 


JW: It’s FUNNY to me! It’s a joke, and I 
don’t think he’s in on the joke. I’m all for it. 


GG: Well, going back into Cronenberg, 
I think that is a very metaphysical kind 
of psychology, he’s a very sci-fi sort of 
thinker, and his psychology is very 
whacked out. Almost his own. Doesn’t 
really apply too well, it’s not the same 
kind of criminal psychology as in 
Chopper or Henry. 


JW: Yeah, [On the verge of asking me 
where the hell I’m going with this ques- 
tion.] 


GG: So do you feel a need for films 
which look at'a more everyday type of 
social pathology? 


JW: Well, have you seen Bully? 
GG: Yeah, loved it. 


JW: That was my favorite movie of the 
year. 


GG: Great. 


JW: And I love that. And the crotch- 
cam shot, where for no apparent reason, 
all of a sudden the camera just RACES 
up a young girls skirt for no reason. 
That is a new style I very much approve 
of. And I’m hoping it is copied in 
Hollywood! For no reason the camera 
just runs up Julia Roberts skirt. In the 
middle of a dramatic scene. There's a 
movie that surprised me. I’m always 
waiting to be surprised. I’m looking for 
that every time I go to the movies. But 
I still think there are really good 
movies. Did you see Fat Girl? 


GG: No. 


JW: That is really one to watch. It’s a 
French film made by a woman, and not 
only does it have underage sex in it, but 
it has incredible violence that is really 
surprising and well done. Did you see 
Funny Games? 


GG: Heh heh. Yeah. Funny Games I 
absolutely despise. 


JW: WHOAH! There’s a tough one. 


GG: I thought that movie was just a 
really rude, pretentious practical joke 
on the viewer. 


JW: Oh I really liked it. 
GG: You liked it. 


JW: I thought it was torture. It was like 
“Andy Warhol’s Torture”. That one 
scene that went on [for fifteen minutes], 
showing her in the agony, of her child 
having just been murdered (chuck- 
les)..he made The Piano Teacher. ' 


GG: He made The Piano Teacher? 
JW: Yeah. 

GG: Ooooh, I see. 

JW: (laughs) 


GG: Well, about psychological reason- 
ing in your films, there is usually a rea- 
son why someone goes apeshit. Dawn 
Davenport didn't get her cha-cha heels. 


LL: Hahaha. 


GG: But today, it's like the only real 
motivation is boredom. In Bully, it was 
mostly boredom. And boredom, that 
seems to be the only excuse. 


JW: Well, it's the excuse, and they were 
also very dumb. It is very appealing to 
sometimes see dumb people go crazy, 
in a movie. It’s sexy. 


GG: Right. Yet still, there's only that 
reasoning. Boredom. Nothing to do. 
Does that become boring in itself to 
you, after a while? 
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JW: That movie was anything but bor- 
ing. In the middle, it did get boring, but 
in the right way. Just listening to their 
stupid conversations, saying “whatev- 
er” every five seconds. Being on acid 
and saying “whatever”’..... 


GG: Hahhahaa! Right. 


JW: .....is a concept that is frightening! 
And interesting to watch. 


GG: Well, Cry Baby, as both tribute 
and parody of the fifties, has a real and 
authentic sense of rebellion, even 
though it was a comedy. I think that it 
articulates that sense of rebellion even 
better than Pink Flamingos did. 


JW: You are one of few who feel that 
way. But thank you! (long laugh) 


GG: Yeah. But my point is, okay.....the 
good drugs are gone, a lot of them. 
AIDS has made promiscuous sex like 
whistling in a graveyard..... 


JW: But you know it’s back....in New 
York, it is back. There are back rooms. 
There’s even back rooms in one lesbian 
bar now. 


GG: I did not know that. 


JW: It is back. In Baltimore-and I 
won’t name it-there is one theatre that 
still has public sex. It even has nude 
people walking around the popcorn 
stand. It is coming back, and I’m not 
saying that that is good or bad. It’s good 
if people are safe....but I don't 
know......who knows, you know. But it 
is coming back at least in New York, 
and that is one thing that's quite good 
about this new mayor. 


GG: In general though, do you feel that 
there is a new age of McCarthy-ism 
coming up here, and if you do, what 
kind of rebellion would you imagine for 
kids today, besides becoming school- 
yard snipers and suicide bombers? 
(laughs) 


JW: I think......well, fourteen year olds, 
first of all, gay is not enough. It means 
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nothing anymore. No one cares, and 
they don’t even know. That’s important. 
I think you can get on your parent’s 
nerves easy. You know, a black kid can 


. listen to Marilyn Manson. If you're a 


white kid just speak in ebonics. Even 
that’s old but it works, still. RACE is 
still the best way to scare people. And 
sex. And I think kids today really don’t 
care about that anymore. It’s not even 
an issue, which I find really heartening. 
I mean, eventually, there will be no 
black magazines and no gay magazines. 
Because it won’t matter. And maybe 
that’s the best progress. When it’s all 
one thing. When it’s not good or bad 
because it’s black or gay; it’s just good. 


LL: Well, because everything is being 
homogenized and co-opted basically. 
And then fed back to us. It’s gutting the 
underbelly of everything. That’s why I 
fear this neo-conservatism coming 
back, as a rebellion. Even if it’s only a 
rebellion against what came before. 


Because how much further is it going to 


go? We've had Columbine, and the 
twelve other schoolyard massacres. 


JW: And people still haven’t learned, in 
high schools. They’re still mean to 
weird kids. 


GG: They’re still mean....however, the 
penalties for breaking any law or rule 
are so much stiffer now. Things you 


-could get away with even ten years ago 


you might get thrown in jail for today. 
Spraypainting or harrassment or what- 
ever. That, in many ways, makes good 
old fashioned hooliganism into some- 
thing much scarier. 


JW: Oh come on......when I was in high 
school, being bad was beating some- 
body up. (laughs) Back then, no one 
was coming in with a machine gun! 
Everybody has had that fantasy, at least 
anyone who is creative. But today... 
don’t feel neo-conservativism. I don’t 
feel that, really. I don’t feel all the 
young kids that I see....well, obviously, 
those kids who are into neo-conser- 
vatism are not going to come and see 
me. 


LL: Well, I think it’s politics, and as 
politics becomes more fascist.... 


JW: Who knows what’s going to hap- 
pen. Look;:I can't stand Bush, but I 
think anyone who had been elected 
president would have handled the situa- 
tion exactly the same, because they 
would have gotten the same advice 
from the same people. I don’t think he 
did such a terrible job in this, I mean 
what would anybody have done then? 
At the same time........ and here’s a per- 
fect example. I actually feel, that John 
Walker Lynch will end up being a 
model. Because, first of all, he was 
swooning on morphine. And everyone 
loves to hate him, because he’s the 
biggest traitor in the world: he brought 
back grunge to fashion. He weighed 
eight pounds, because he was swooning 
on morphine, with no lawyer, I mean 
what can you say? You want to talk 
about rebellion? There’s a way to rebel! 
“PM GOING TO AFGHANISTAN! 
And you can’t stop me. I’m learning 
Arabic! I’m hanging out with Bin 
Laden!” He’s the biggest juvenile delin- 
quent we’ ve had. 


GG: (laughs) 


JW:.And he’s done it with flair, you 
have to admit. And give him an expen- 
sive psychiatrist, a good lawyer, I'm 
tellin ya......he’s gonna get off, and be a 
model. 


LL: Did the destruction of the World 
Trade Center impact your day to day 
reality? ‘ 


JW: Certainly. 
LL: For how long? 


JW: I stood at 12th street and 6th 
Avenue and watched it, in New York. 
Of course. It was in my life, probably, 
one of the most threatening things I’m 
ever going to remember. It made every- 
body stop and be thankful for what they 
have, made people realize that.....you 
don’t have to be spinning your wheels 
as much. The thing I remember, is I was 
standing on the corner and a stranger 


next to me said, “I’m moving to 
Montana,” and the guy on the other side 
of me said, “Welllll! They got it this 
time!” Which kind of shocked me, 
because remember, they bombed it 
before but only got the basement. I 
went to the movies that night and saw 
L.LE., because the big cinema on 14th 
Street, the Union Square Cinema, they 
were all free. It was the big memorial 
thing there, so ALL the movies and all 
the popcorn, everything was free. 
Actually, no that was the second night. 
The first night was even weirder! I went 
to a dinner party at Bryson and Hellen 
Martins. You know, he’s a great painter, 
celebrity art world thing. But it was her 
birthday and they had all the food there, 
and he just said, well I don’t know what 
to do with it! Everybody just went, and 
watched the television. It was kind of 
nice, I mean it could be an off- 
Broadway play. Sitting there watching 
with Fran Leibovitz. It was good 
though. Nobody was really cracking 
jokes or anything. Everybody ' was 
STUNNED! And everybody got togeth- 
er and it was people who you would 
never expect to be together in a nation- 
al act of war. It was frightening. That 
was twenty blocks from where the 
house was. I don't think I ever made 
jokes about it or anything! I think it was 
something that was terrifying, and it 
will be felt. People already have the Bin 
Laden look in their fashion shows. I 


think it will be the ultimate punk look in | 


about four years. It will become like the 
swastika, a way to REALLY get on 
someone’s nerves. 


GG: (laughs) 


LL: Do you feel safe in Baltimore, con- 
sidering the crime rate? I don’t know if 
it has escalated or improved. 


JW: I know which blocks not to walk 
on. I feel safe everywhere, to be honest. 


LL: So do I. 


JW: I'm not scared in a ghetto, walking 
down the street. They start laughing 
sometimes when they see me. 


LL: Hmmm. (laughs) 


JW: But when they recognize me, that 
is a certain protection I have. And if you 
look like you don’t fit in, in an outsider 
world, but you aren’t uptight, you don’t 
get hassled. It’s really when you're 
there and fear the people. 


LL: What are you reading now? 


JW: I’m reading, at this minute, The 
Life Of Brenda Lee. It's called Little 
Miss Dynamite. 


(all three laugh) 
LL: Gene? 


GG: Sorry. What are you working on 
these days? Besides the sex film? 


JW: That and two other projects I real- 
ly can't talk about because I feel like if 
you talk about them before they happen 
it just makes them evaporate before 
they happen. I'm having a lot of photo 
shows. There's one opening in Seatttle. 
One in New Orleans. Just had one in 
San Francisco. 


GG: What kinds of photos are you tak- 
ing now? 


JW: Well, I’ve been taking these for a 
long time. I take pictures of other peo- 
ple’s movies off the TV screen and re- 
arrange them in storyboards the way I 
think they should be. I make a new 
movie of other people’s images. 


GG: With the new onslaught of gross 
out films and South Park-culture films 
currently dumbing down this country 
without an ounce of the irony or intel- 
lect of your films, do you ever get even 
a little pissed off that your films don’t 
play as many screens as American Pie 


2? Or don’t you care? 


JW: Nooo! The kinds of movies I’ve 
always liked don’t show in every the- 
atre. My movies are foreign films, even 
in America. 


LL: (laughs) 


JW: That’s okay. No, I want them to 
succeed but I am a realist. It isn’t going 
to play in every single movie theatre. 
But you have to play in one movie the- 
atre, in each city, in each country. And 
they can work, if they don’t cost too 
much money. I’m realist. I know they 
can break even. No, they can’t just 
break even, they HAVE TO. To make 
money. My films have what’s called in 
publishing a good backlist. They stay in 
print a long time. Shelf life, in a way. 
They keep coming out again, on new 
DVDs and that kind of stuff. I don’t 
know that I’m that mad about that. 
Because look, you never know what’s 
going to happen. Who would have 
thought that Boys Don’t Cry would win 
an Oscar? Who would have ever 
thought that American Beauty could 
win? Things are very, very different 
now. 


LL: The most important thing is, you 
just keep doing it. I mean that’s all we 
can do. 


JW: Yeah! 
LL: Just keep doing what we do. 


JW: Exactly. And times change and 
you do have to change some. You do 
have to re-invent yourself-you know 
that Lydia. You can’t be the punk that 
you first were when you came out-it 
just doesn’t work that way. Everything 
changes. You can be a great new ver- 
sion of that, and you’ve gotta keep 
shading it and keep going with it. But 
you always have to be a realist about 
that time you live in. And what the mar- 
ket is. It would be really dumb for me to 
make midnight movies; we don’t have 
‘em. (laughs) 


GG: One last question. I was wonder- 
ing if you had any recent film discover- 
ies you might want to plug, any new 
obsessions filmwise, old or obscure 
things Sex & Guts readers might want 
to check out. 


JW: Let me think. I went to Sundance 


and I thought I saw every new movie 
that an old vintage movie? Let me 
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think, maybe some new kick that I was 
on. Filmwise, I can’t think of one real- 
ly. I go to Film Forum every once in a 
while, and the last one that I saw was 
the movie Eva by Joseph Losey, that I 
really, really love. I love failed art 
movies, the genre that I’m really big on, 
that we don’t have that much of any- 
more. 


GG: There was a great sort of failed 
Western art film that Dwight Yoakam 


JW: (LOUD laughter) 


GG: .....called South Of Heaven West 
Of Hell. It’s a sort of existential Western 
splatter film that falls flat on it's ass, and 
it's a lot of fun to watch that happen. 


JW: Have you seen Death To 


Smoochy? 

GG: Not yet. Is it g00d? 

JW: Well, it's.....(laughs)..... 

GG: (laughs) 

JW: I have to respect it. I’m not so sure 
it worked, but it’s the kind of movie that 
will...it’s definitely worth seeing. I'm 
not sure if it’s good or bad, but it’s 
worth seeing. It took a lot of risks. 

LL: And Gene has threatened to go see 
that every day for the last week anyway. 


(laughs) 


JW: Yeah. I think he’d better go soon. 


(laughs) 


LL: Okay. My final question is, 
John.....what do I have to do to get on 
the casting couch? 


JW: Oh you know, I’ve never used a 
casting couch, to be honest with you. I 
guess I have ‘slept with people after the 
movie, but not during. 

[Lydia and I are all but rolling on the 
floor and laughing like hyenas.] 


JW: It’s not a good idea. Because the 
other cast members immediately realize 
it and hate you. Hahahahahhaha! 


LL: T'll stay off the couch. I haven't 
found one yet that quite fit me anyway. 
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The Ghastly One: 


The Sex-Gore Netherworld of 


Filmmaker Andy Milligan 


(2001) Jimmy McDonough 

Jess Franco has made close to 
two hundred dreadful features some of 
which even he hasn't seen. Ed Wood, 
well everyone knows about Ed Wood. 
Still, you're on pretty safe ground when 
making the rounds at cocktail parties 
pontificating that no one; absolutely no 
one, made worse flicks than Andy 


ANDY MILLIGAN 
g) 


Milligan. 

From 1965 to 1988, 
Mr. Milligan wrote and direct- 
ed twenty-nine feature films. 
Films disgraced with such 
memorable titles as The 
Degenerates, Kiss Me, Kiss 
Me, Kiss Me! and The 
Ghastly Ones. All of them, 
with one or two exceptions, 
unwatchable. Unless, like 
author Jimmy McDonough, 
you are watching drunk or 
"high out of your mind." 

Still, even courting 
the systematic derangement of 
one's senses, Milligan's work 
is tough to look at. Literally. 
Andy used an Auricon, a 
16mm newsreel camera with 
an optical track running a sec- 
ond ahead of the picture. The 
viewfinder on the camera was 
also inaccurate, which meant 
that Milligan often had only a 
general idea of what he was 
filming. Add to this, the fact that our 
addled auteur only shot on "short ends" 


(leftover stock from the film rolls of i 


others) ahd edited with his teeth and 
you've got flicks that look and sound 
like they.were made by a person inhab- 
iting a parallel universe. 

Which, according to Mc- 
Donough, Andy was. Raised in a high- 
ly dysfunctional household - obese, har- 
ridan mother, impotent father - Andy 
slept with the aforementioned and 
fought with the later. Came to blows 
with Daddy over his love of puppets 
and dressmaking. And when he wasn't 
fighting with Pop, he was being molest- 
ed by his older stepbrother, Harley. 
Kiss Me, Kiss Me, Kiss Me. 

With no friends and little 
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money, Andy ran off at an early age and 
joined the Navy. He was soon dis- 
charged as a crazy. After leaving the 
service, Milligan eventually drifted to 
New York where, after opening a dress 
shop, he fell in with an arty homosexu- 
al crowd and began to produce plays at 
a West Village dive called the Caffe 
Cino. Andy's "artistic" side began to 
bloom. As well as his sadism and 
misogyny. And unlimited capacity for 
physical violence. Inflicted and taken. 

This was what made up the 
content of the films (and most of the 
plays): cruelty in all its myriad forms. 
You obsess on this in a sex or horror 
movie that "looks" like it was made by 
a deranged child and you've got some- 
thing. Something weird and. unforget- 
table. "Like a child's nightmare," opines 
McDonough. Where "everything is 
fractured and hysterical and half-told, 
as if some arrested-development ado- 
lescent locked away in a family closet 
has busted loose to tell all." 

The movies got weirder and 
meaner. So did Andy. He became a leg- 
end in the New York underground. For 
the way he abused himself in his pro- 
fessional life. For his mistreatment of 
actors and the film crew. When work 
dried up in New York with penny- 
pinching exploitation producer Lew 
Mishkin, Andy went to England where 
he made two films which somehow 
found general release: Bloodthirsty 
Butchers, The Rats Are Coming! and 
The Werewolves Are Here! Rumors fol- 
lowed him home. Did he put the "stab 
queen" at death's door? Was he behind 
the murder of the man nailed to a tree? 
"Tee hee hee," sayeth Andy. 

It gets worse. McDonough 
puts us in the middle of it all. He's there 
for the final couple of years in LA. 
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Filming with Andy. Cruising with 


Andy. Helping nurse Milligan while 
Andy's slowly checking out with AIDS. 
It's not pretty. "Andy Milligan's malev- 
olent spirit burned brighter than any 
fire," McDonough believes. He asks his 
muse to allow Andy's flame to "scorch" 
the reader in the pages of his book. It 
does. 


-Dom Salemi 


Beat Writers At Work 
ed. George Plimpton 
(1999) Modern Library 


Aging hippies and Grateful 
Dead fans continue to bemoan the 
popularity of The Beats at the expense 
of themselves and their moronic it's-all- 
good lifestyle. There's a reason for this; 
it has something to do with Brautigan 
and company not being at all Beatified. 
That is, the artistic aims of their move- 
ment were not about spontaneity, the 
pure utterance; the getting down exact- 
ly what is in the mind at the moment 
and leaving it alone. In a word: no 
rewrites. In getting to this point you did 
drugs, like Jerry Garcia, true, but not to 
mellow out. The purpose was to reach a 
higher level of consciousness through a 
Rimbaudean systematic derangement 
of the senses. This, in turn, would lead 
to a spiritual awakening, a kind of 
Lawrentian coming-through in which 
the bonds of the ego, societal pressures, 
etc. would be loosed or thrown off. 
Enabling you to, as Ram Dass was want 
to say, BE HERE NOW. Or, as 
Ginsberg would have it, give one "a 
sense of being [the] self-prophetic mas- 
ter of the universe." 

Heavy stuff, people and, natu- 
rally, as prophet-uttering masters, you 
have little time, like Tom Hayden and 
his kooky SDS, to run around plotting 
the destruction of the United States. 
Beats were anti-capitalist, sure, still, 
they were anti-totalitarian, too. They 
didn't have to be Weathermen to know 
which way the wind of change blew. 
Their idea of politics was Zen: cause 
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the least harm. You don't tell others 
what to do or how to act. As Gary 
Snyder notes, "Make us love the world, 
which means the nonhuman as well as 
the human, and then begin to take better 
care of it." 

So maybe you've forgotten just 
who or what was Beat. Kerouac, in a 
much-publicized quote, tells us it was 
just something he made up in On The 
Road to describe guys who bummed 
around in used cars looking for odd 
jobs, crazy kicks and girls. Most schol- 
ars prefer to think of it as a movement 
starting with writers hanging out around 
Columbia University-Kerouac, Gins- 
berg, Corso and Burroughs- that gravi- 
tated to Frisco and environs, eventually 
growing with Kesey, 
Ferlinghetti and Snyder. That's a lot of 
poets and writers. These poets and writ- 
ers, in turn, ask us to include a number 
of other poets and writers in their 
"movement." Not all share the enthusi- 
asm of Kerouac for spontaneous writ- 
ing. Most of them are into Zen. All of 
them have hung out with Kerouac and 
Ginsberg. Is this a contradiction? Very 
well then, Beat contradicts itself. Beat 
is large; it contains multitudes. 

Beat Writers at Work is a col- 
lection of interviews from the mid-60s 
onward - well past Beat's heyday - with 
some of the more famous names associ- 
ated with the scene. The most percep- 
tive and level-headed interviews come 
from writers on the periphery of the 
movement: Paul Bowles and Ken 
Kesey. Kerouac's talk a drunken ram- 
ble. Ginsberg comes off like a character 
in On The Road, one of those figures 
mad to talk, mad to live, giving off a 
wild inspiring light. He makes-you want 
to tear off your clothes and recite free- 
form verse in the street. 

Maddest of the mad is mad 
poet Charles Olson: : 

Interviewer: Let's say you 
were to meet a young poet whose works 
shows signs of influence from your own 
work ... 

Olson: It's instantly as immac- 
ulate or as impeccable as the existence 
of something new and boom, boom, 
wang, doong, zip, toodle, deedo, etc., 
et. Could you give me a light. I ain't got 


Creeley, - 


no light. 

There is much wisdom and 
learning here, too. You could throw out 
The New Testament and get softly 
acquainted.with Gary Snyder and you 
would find yourself fully armed. 
Ferlinghetti and Creeley let you in on 
the secret that writing is a calling and 
then proceed to illustrate by their liter- 
ate and thoughtful diction, the suspicion 
that while many do indeed heed the call 
only few are worth reading: 

Interviewer: What are your 
impressions of American intellectual 
life today as opposed to during the 
height of the Beat period in the fifties? 

Ferlinghetti: There's a tech- 
nological revolution going on now 
which is just in its primitive stages. The 
world is rushing together at a fantastic 
speed, converging in an electronic 
black hole. Things are changing so rap- 
idly that it's impossible for a writer or a 
poet or an artist to synthesize it fast 
enough.to make anything meaningful of 
it . . . But the poet and artist will still be 
here trying to fathom man's fate... 
dancing on the rim of the world. 


-Dom Salemi 


Rock Till You Drop 
John Strausbaugh 
(2001) Verso 


The mordant and gifted editor 
of the Manhattan weekly, New York 
Press, has come not to praise the 
revered music makers of the Boomer 
Generation but to bury them. For one 
of two reasons. If you're still perform- 
ing, as with The Rolling Stones, then 


‘you're embarrassing yourselves and 


your legacy as you're just too damn old 
to play well anymore and too exhausted 
to write decent songs. Rock, you see, is 
youth music and it is, Strausbaugh con- 
tends, best played by young people for 
young people. Fair enough. Anyone 
who's seen The Stones or The Who 
recently, will have little trouble arguing 
with that. However, what of bands like 
The Beatles, or the MCS or The Fugs 


who for whatever reason, did not end 
up soldiering on past the point of obso- 
lescence? Well, that's a point in their 
favor but here's Stausbaugh's second 
point: all these bands, while they may 
have. made great records, need to be 
called to task for failing to bring us the 
revolution they promised us. That's 
essentially the construct on which 
Strausbaugh tells us he's building Rock 
Till You Drop around but this collection 
of loosely connected essays is much 
more than that; it's really an open-ended 
reflection on the r 'n' r business and the 
manner in which said biz co-opts, sani- 
tizes and corrupts the music and the 
musicians. While this may sound 
deadly dull, the seven lengthy essays 
which comprise the work, are anything 
but. The introductory piece which finds 
the author railing against what he calls 
"colostomy rock" is one of the funniest 
and most savagely insightful essays 
I've read in years; as good as anything 
Lester Bangs wrote in his prime. 
Lester, too, would no doubt have 
approved of Strausbaugh's acerbic 
chronicling of the rise and continued 
falling of The Stones ("Steel 
Wheelchairs") and Rolling Stone maga- 
zine ("Rock Pravda") as well the 
author's failing to find a "there" in the 
Rock and Roll Hall of Fame ("The Hall 
of Lame"). Interspersed among the 
witty fulminations and ironic jeremiads 
are conversations and ruminations by 
intellectuals like Ellen Willis and Soul 
Coughing's Mike Doughty, not to men- 
tion aging Hippies like John Sinclair 
and Tuli Kupferberg. Curiously, it is 
these elders who seek to disabuse 
Strausbaugh of the notions that rock 
and roll is an inappropriate performing 
medium for those over forty and that 
the aesthetic judgments of same are 
irrelevant when considering the latest 
wrinkles in the genre. 


-Dom Salemi 


Horror Film Stars 
Michael R. Pitts 


(Third Edition) 


(2002) McFarland 


Even the most ardent propo- 
nents of the auteur theory wring their 
hands in anguish when the subject of 
horror films is brought up. Horror 
movies are made for money, not for art, 
and genre fans, with the rare exception 
of an Argento or a Cronenberg, care not 
a whit who put the actors through their 
paces. In fact, it is those being put 
through their paces who most interest 
aficionados. Attendance at any monster 
convention will prove this to be true; 
the largest crowds will be seen flocking 
around the stately Christopher Lee 
while a David Friedman or H.G. Lewis 
are reduced to greeting scholarly types 
in the back room of the hotel bar. 
Roger Corman may be of more histori- 
cal importance, but do you believe, 
even for a New York minute, that a 
Corman retrospective at this very same 
convention would outdraw one for Tor 
Johnson? No, we come to the films to 
watch Boris Karloff, Bela Lugosi, 
Vincent Price work their (sometimes 
inadvertent) magic; not to fincover the 
nuances and tropes in the oeuvre of 
Terence Fisher. All of this as preface 
and roundabout to stating the obvious: 
this revised edition, first published 
some twenty years ago, is an essential 
reference. The aforementioned legends 
are here, as well as foreign stars (Santo, 
Paul Naschy) and cult curiosities 
(Rondo Hatton, Bruno Ve Sota). They 
are accompanied by adroitly written 
biographies and complete genre list- 
ings. 576 pages, 383 smartly repro- 
duced photos, an exhaustive index, and 
an erudite bibliography, making this the 
perfect. companion to your dog-eared 
horror encyclopedia. 

(Box 611, Jefferson, NC 28640 
1-800-253-2187) 


-Dom Salemi 


They Knew Too Much 
About Flying Saucers 


Gray Barker 


(1956/1997) IllumiNet Press 


While this kinda reads like the 
pages ripped out of your weird Uncle 
Willy's midnight diary, it's still pretty 
creepy for all that. Gray was a movie 
booker in West Virginia who found 
researching journalism as a calling 
while independently investigating a 
paranormal incident that later entered 
saucer lore as "the Flatwoods' 
Monster." Convinced by his research in 
that case that he should keep watching 
the skies, Gray started a magazine, The 
Saucerian and began corresponding 
with like-minded people all over the 
world. They Knew Too Much is the 
somewhat inchoate story of how it got 
ugly: threatening phone calls, visits by 
men in black, poltergeist activity and so 
on. While the scattershot structure of 
the narrative makes the book tough 
going at times, it also gives it a chilling 
sense of urgency; as if Gray was typing 
all of this while keeping both eyes res- 
olutely fastened on the front door. 


-Dom Salemi a 


Depraved Indifference 
Gary Indiana 
(2001) HarperCollins 


Meet America's newest, most 
lovable psychopath: Evangeline Slote, a 
pneumatic chatterbox armed with faith 
in the belief that all humans are fools 
and from their money and property they 
can easily be parted. Parlaying a resem- 
blance to Elizabeth Taylor and a breezy 
assurance in her own powers of persua- 
sion, Evangeline first ensnares Warren, 
an alcoholic millionaire as her life part- 
ner and from there uses his fortune as a 
stake in her lifelong ambition to 
become one of the wealthiest and most 
glamorous people on the planet. 
Toward that end, Evangeline surrounds 
herself with pimps, alcoholics, con 
men, drug addicts and her "domestic 


-help": illegal immigrants kept in virtu- 


al slavery by virtue of their inability to 
speak English and their lack of a green 
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card. Also their lack of knowledge of 
their whereabouts, as Evangeline and 
her devoted husband are constantly on 
the run when investigators - insurance, 
fire, bank, lawyers - get too close. 
When they get real close, Evangeline 
either murders the investigators .or 
blithely sets fire to the house after pack- 
ing up the more valuable objects d'art. 
Things go from bad to hilarious when 
the hubby dies and Evangeline, to keep 
the beneficiaries and family away, has 
to continually engage in the elaborate 
deception that her better half is still 
alive. Thank God, there is Devin, her 
doting if sometimes surly son, who 
remains steadfastly at her side. Even 
after bedtime. 

While Evangeline dominates 
the proceedings, author Gary Indiana 
peoples Depraved Indifference with 
dozens of memorable comic characters 
‘and somehow manages to effectively 
interweave them all in a dizzying narra- 
tive that is in the end about, well, about 
nothing at all other than its own hap- 
less, hopeless or hateful characters. 
This nothing, this nada, as Hemingway 
was wont to say, results in a lot of hap- 
hazard plotting. Nevertheless, Mr. 
Indiana is such an inventive stylist, pos- 
sesses such a fertile and erudite imagi- 
nation, one is willing to overlook this 
and the sometimes cumbrous sentence 
construction. Besides, it's hard to find 
fault with any writer who leaves the: 
reader with, on the average, about two 
laughs per page. 


-Dom Salemi 


Poetry and Purgatory 
Buddy Giovinazzo 
(1996) Thunder's Mouth Press 


If you thought cult film 
favorite, Combat Shock, was difficult to 
get through, then get ready for this 
mind-blowing walk on the wild side. 
"Mind blowing" as Mr. Giovinazzo's 
protagonist, Eddie, mired in the termi- 
nal stages of brain cancer, finds himself 
rather consistently hallucinating as his 
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condition worsens. When Eddie's not 
being verbally and physically assaulted 
by a talking dog or revisiting scenes 
from his severely dysfunctional child- 
hood, he's wandering the Deuce pop- 
ping reds to alleviate the pain, drinking 
and smoking dope in his favorite flop- 
house bar and hanging out with pimps, 
drug dealers and child prostitutes. It's 
not much of a life but when the alter- 
native involves staying tied to an IV- 
unit in a hospital waiting for your next 
chemotherapy session what's a broke 
temp slave supposed to do? Enter 
Denise, Eddie's sister, a high-rolling 
dominatrix supplementing her income 
by blackmailing her wealthy 
clients. She needs Eddie to run the 
cameras for her latest scam and 
Eddie needs the money so he signs 
on. It goes down wrong and shortly 
thereafter Denise is found brutally 
bludgeoned to death with an ax- 
handle. Eddie's new sgueeze, a 
drug addict dying of AIDS, insists 
they hunt down the murderer and 
exact some kind of vengeance. 
Meantime f Eddie's hallucinations 
have begun to blossom into full- 
blown psychotic episodes. This is 
not an appetizing read - try choking 


down the fecal-eating scene - and even . 


those looking for a cheap and tasty 
thrills will likely be put off by the free- 
associative beat-poetic style 
Giovinazzo employs when asking the 
reader to get inside Eddie's head. These 
experimental prose passages don't 
always work - they annoy as often as 
they amuse - but they are consistent, 
and that's enough in a novel continually 
taking chances on so many levels. 
Poetry and Purgatory in fact, is a kind 
of anti-literature, unconcerned with the 
commonplace virtues and vices, the 
regular functions of the psyche, howev- 
er twisted; it is more interested in min- 
ing the depths, in plumbing the aspects 
of the soul where the monstrous deprav- 
ities and the intellectual aberrations of 
the truly deranged flourish. Hubba 
hubba. 


-Dom Salemi 


Headpress 21 


(ed) David Kerekes 
2001 (Headpress Critical Visions) 


Celebrating ten years of cover- 
age of all the worst that's been thought 
and said, the folks at the journal of sex 
religion death (no commas), have 
slapped together a special pricey edition 
of one hundred and seventy-five pages. 
The forty page guide to modern culture 
- critiques of film, video, art, etc. = 
alone is worth the price of admission 
(these guys and gals know what will 


rock the boat of even the most jaded 
decadent and all the contributors can 
write). Maybe not. Never duh less, 
there's also a hard hitting interview with 


Combat Shock director Buddy 
Giovinazzo, an amazing chat with a 
misogynist porn filmmaker and a long, 
loving, perhaps too loving, look at the 
Manson family and their impact on pop 
culture. Many of the pieces appear 
designed merely to illustrate the 
prowess of the graphic design staff; a 
pity, as. one would like to have heard 
more from the likes of Mary Woronov 
and Frederick Wiseman or to have 
Edward Gorey celebrated in greater 
depth. Still, the layout is impressive: 
innovative typeset is subtly employed, 
sidebars pop up anywhere and every- 
where, and the method in which media 
as diverse as lurid pulp paperback cov- 
ers and film negatives ambush as both 
illustration, and decoration, is nothing 
short of brilliant. Inevitably, even the 
most sophisticated reader cannot help 
but grow weary in attempting to process 


all this delicious information in one sit- 
ting. Be advised that rest and nourish- 
ment can be found by idly flipping 
through the silky soft white pages and 
letting the eye seek its own amusement. 
Assuming the eye can be soothed by 
illustrations for pieces like "Psychedelic 
Nazi Frauleins" and "Horror Sex Tales." 


Anyhoo, you want the last word in trans- 


gressive entertainment, take Brutarian's 
word for it, here it is. 


-Dom Salemi 


Psychotropedia 
Russ Kick 
(1998) Critical Vision 


Get ready to clear your book- 
shelves again. Sweep away the novels 
you'll never reread, the reference works 
to which you've long since ceased to 
refer, the essay collections you have lit- 
tle interest in again assaying, the cata- 
logue raisonnes now asking you to rea- 
son the reason; the author of the semi- 
nal Outposts has returned with another 
compendium of publications so out 
there there's no there there. C'est vrai, a 
five hundred page plus guide to works 
the mainstream press desperately wants 
you not to know about. Not because 
they give you some truth - they do -but 
because they're controversial, intrigu- 
ing and most importantly, they ask you 
to consider. Just consider. Before it's 
too late. Before we become a "race of 
programmed minds" and those control- 
ling things -- newspapers, newstand 
magazines, mass market paperbacks, 
"turn Planet Earth into a zombies' 
prison." That's David Icke giving us the 
good word in The Robots' Rebellion. 
And the word, along with everything 
else you'll find in Psychotropedia, is 
this: The middle of the road leads 
nowhere. Here, however, here you have 
roads leading to everywhere. So dip in, 
daddy, no, dive in, and take a journey to 
the center of your mind. Get the low- 
down on the New World Order, hemp, 
AIDS, cancer treatments, Oswald, van- 
ishing freedoms in America, anarchy, 


the secrets of the pyramids, alien agen- 
das. Learn how to beat the IRS, have an 
affair and never get caught, where to 
find the art and literature necessary for 
your intellectual development, why flu- 
oride is bad for you and more. So much 
more. The more being what you're gen- 
erally not being told about almost 
everything. There's a bit too much cov- 
erage of sexually related material but 
when you're given fourteen chapters - 
drugs, the body, freedom, the unex- 
plained, etc. - containing hundreds of 
pithy critiques on subjects other than 
nekkidity, one can forgive the author his 
obsession. Besides sex is fun and it's 
hard to say Mr. Kick has an obsession 
when his nasty bits run the gamut from 
The Sphincterian Quarterly to Wet Set: 
The Magazine for Accident Prone 
Adults. Clearly, the author is hell bent 
on putting the alterna into alternative. 
And wasn't it that great sage and 
philosopher, George Clinton, who 
opined, that if you freed your ass, your 
mind would follow? See, we just 
bought this thing and already our mind 
is running riot. 


-Dom Salemi 


The Mothman Prophecies 


by John A. Keel 
TOR (2001). 


If you've seen the movie, 
you've seen the truth. So says John 
Keel in the afterword appended to this 
1975 book. He says they managed to 
condense from his discursive, genial 
book the unsettling core of experience 
you get when you encounter the 
unknown and unknowable. And the 
movie leaves you baffled, unsettled, 
and questioning what is real. The movie 
isn't the book, however, and Richard 
Gere isn't John Keel. Keel's book is 
more complex, as is the man. His focus 
is ontology. That means the nature of 
reality and existence. Look past what 
happens toward why. Seek meaning. 
Don't let the pranksters fool you, 
whether they're from this world or not. 


He admits in the book to having been 
duped many times, often harmlessly, at 
other times with devastating effect. The 
prophecies of the title fall into the latter 
category. You should know this book is 
fun to read. It's written in a conversa- 
tional style and reminds you of a visit 
from a favorite uncle who’s traveled all 
over and knows great stories. Keel also 
writes with a novelist’s flair for scenes, 
and in crisp style that gets to the point 
without spoiling the effect with too 
much bluntness. Nor does he belabor. 


NOW A MAJOR MOTION PICTURE 
STARRING RICHARD GERE 


| THE 
MOTHMAN 
PROPHECIES 


BASED ON TRUE EVENTS 


WHAT DO YOU SEE? 


JOHN A. KEEL 


He says what he means and moves on, 
making him the opposite of the strange 
beings he encounters. His chapters are 
arranged around minor themes, but 
these overlap and are not meant to be 
hard-and-fast. Nothing in the book is 
pinned down. Ambiguity and, as Keel 
admits, Socratic irony hallmark his 
work. It’s not the ambiguity of the slick 
salesman, though. No paranormal mer- 
chandise is being peddled here. Keel 
simply keeps doubt close. He befriends 
uncertainty. He knows that almost noth- 
ing is what it seems, especially when 
the UFOs are flying and the MIB are 
prowling. All bets are off when the 
voice on the unplugged phone isn't 
human and speaks in riddles. 

This isn't to say Keel doesn't 
indulge in the occasional tap-dance. On 
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page 37, 92, sentence 4, he says: 
“The chills experienced by John 
Flaxton and his group were probably 
caused by microwaves above the 
infrared (which produces heat), just as 
the very cold atmosphere accompany- 
ing ghosts is a radiation effect.” 

Huh? 

Such double-talk is rare, however. He 
makes many astute observations, 
such as that found on page 116, 
93,S2: “...An interesting side effect 
of the flying saucer phenomenon is 
that many of the people attracted to the 
subject, people with very materialistic 
and pseudo-scientific outlooks, gradu- 
ally drift into the study of psychic phe- 
nomena, abandoning the extraterrestrial 
theory along the way. In retrospect, fly- 
ing saucers were partly responsible for 
the occult explosion.” 

He laments this regression 
toward superstition and credulity in his 
elegant afterward, dated August 2001. 
In fact, Keel has become known over 
the years for his views that the ETH, of 
ExtraTerrestrial Hypothesis, simply 
obscures and disguises the real nature 
of many, if not most, fringe topics, 
which Keel views as metaphysical. 
Essentially the visions of a religious 
fanatic are no different from those of a 
UFO contactee, and seeing a ghost is 
the same as seeing a Sasquatch, as both 
occur in a trance state we don’t fully 
understand. 

He also believes this trance to 
be delivered by beings living with us on 
Earth, in different frequencies of the 
space-time continuum. He means the 
interdimensional multiverse many sci- 
entists use to explain reality is real, and 
inhabited, and with us always. We 
haunt them, perhaps, more than they 
haunt us. 

His observations about how 
contactees, or experiencers as they pre- 
fer to be called these days, are repro- 
grammed in one of two ways are sadly 
accurate. A rare few come away from 
contact with the unknown better off. 
They become smarter, more confident, 
and more able to accomplish their 
goals. Many become famous; he cites 
several statesmen and prominent fig- 
ures in history who admitted to having 
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seen the light, talked with an angel, 
with a god, or visited the many-colored 
land, etc. These received genuine 
enlightenment. Most, however, come 
away worse off. They get false enlight- 
enment, which actually darkens them. 
Their personalities decay. They become 
obsessed, and compulsive, and conspir- 
atorial. Their friendships and marriages 
break up. They hang with cultists. 
Paranoia and schizophrenia lead often 
to squalor or even suicide. 

It’s not pretty, and I’ve known 
a few who have followed this pattern, 
so there is a personal note of authentic- 
ity here. 

The lesson to be gleaned paral- 
lels the Zen Buddhist advice that, if you 
meet the Buddha on the road, kill him. 
What they mean is, those claiming 
enlightenment haven’t got it, and those 
with it move unnoticed and with grace 
among us. 

Keel’s animosity toward the 
forces, or beings, that caused so much 
chaos in his life during 1967-68, espe- 
cially in Point Pleasant, West Virginia, 
shows through a few times. He feels 
betrayed when he can’t warn people of 
impending disaster and resents the 
head-games the unknown plays. 


-Gene Stewart 


Alien Dawn: An 


Investigation Into the 


Contact Experience 
by Colin Wilson 


Fromm International (2001) 


This is a dangerous book. It 
can shatter reality for you and leave you 
wondering what's real. In fact, its title 
refers to a new beginning, a new day 
unlike the old ones. Like when Dorothy 
steps from black-and-white Kansas 
farmhouse into Technicolor Oz -- all 
bets are off, and nothing is predictable 
if you keep using the same old refer- 
ences. 


Colin Wilson's survey of the 
UFO phenomena led him to read and 
digest more than 200 books. Alien 
Dawn presents much of the thinking all 
that research prompted, and the conclu- 
sions he drew. In one way, what he 
found surprised him, even shocked him. 
He'd had no idea of the range of para- 
normal and metaphysical things he'd 
have to take into account. In another 
way, though, the more he looked, the 
more familiar the ground seemed, as 
long as he remembered to think in a cer- 
tain way. Changing our thinking is what 
it's all about, like a Zen koan. A koan is 
a Zen mind bender intended to shock 
the monkey mind, to make us blink and 
realize a higher, clearer way of think- 
ing. It works by offering us self-contra- 
dicting, mutually exclusive situations 
and images that we simply cannot 
imagine in our everyday mind. The 
sound of one hand clapping is a famous 
one. 

UFOs, Wilson found, as he 
followed the likes of Jacques Vallee and 
John Keel, each of whom get a chapter 
of their own, present a kind of koan for 
humanity. They're meant to wake us to 
larger realities. Yes, plural. 

Wilson found that UFOs fit 
into a spectrum of strange events rang- 
ing from faeries and poltergeists to 
mysterious creatures and gods. To make 
sense of all this, he focused on con- 
tactees. Those are people who claim to 
have experienced beings or minds nei- 
ther human nor of our everyday world. 

This covers more ground than 
you'd think. It includes visionaries, 
saints, delusional schizophrenics, and 
UFO contactees, Spiritualists, automat- 
ic writing, seances, poltergeists, disem- 
bodied voices, and the wee folk. All 
such things come to us as stories told by 
people claiming contact with the Other. 

The nature of the Other seems, 
at best, iffy. As Wilson puts it: 
*..men...begin to receive apparently 
supernatural communications assuring 
them they are destined to become mes- 
siahs, and perhaps save the Earth. 
Often, certain ‘signs’ are given -- for 
example, prophecies of the future that 
prove accurate. But, if the recipient of 
the message is naive enough to commit 


himself to total belief, what follows is 
chaos and confusion -- for example, 
some prophecy of a tremendous disas- 
ter, or even the end of the world, which 
simply fails to materialize, leaving the 
‘avatar’ feeling rather foolish.” (p. 13,91) 

There is an element of the 
Prankster in much of this material. 
Things happen that not only seem to 
make no sense, but almost mock our 
notions of what’s sensible. Vallee con- 
sidered it “...the first great collectivein- 
telligence test to which mankind has 
been subjected...” 
sentence) He also thought that UFO 
phenomena, the whole range, was sym- 
bolic communication from a vastly 
complex mind of some sort. 

Wilson observes, “...the UFO 
entities are trying to make individual 
contactees drop their rationalistic atti- 
tudes in favor of unconscious accept- 
ance... they might be trying to hypno- 
tise us...” (p.107, 96) 

Carl Jung considered it, “...the 
romantic -- and religious -- craving for 
‘another reality’.” 

Are we projecting our lust for 
the New Jerusalem, for Utopia, each 
time we see a UFO or meet MIB? 
Wilson thinks it’s possible. 

If this isn’t freaky enough for 
you, hang on, it gets wilder, and yet 
begins to look familiar, too. 

Wilson discusses how modern 
science has taken us through material- 
ism and back to the Romantic Era’s 


(p.88-89, 95, last | 


notion of reality as a vast sea of poten- 
tial, of unseen energy we might learn to 
use. He points out that the universe, as 
we ve learned about it, has become less 
connected to what we regard as com- 


mon sense, and more like a manifesta- 


tion of mind. (p.271, 95) 

Are UFOs, along with so 
many other paranormal things, “decon- 
ditioning us from unquestioning accept- 
ance of consensus reality?” (p.272, 95) 

Check this: “The universe, as 
we know it, is built and experienced 
entirely within our heads, and until that 
mental construction takes place, reality 
must wait in the wings.” (p.278,92) 

Reality, science is telling us 
with increasing certainty, is a dance of 
potential energy until observed, when it 
condenses into matter and meaning. A 
mind observing a collapsing wave func- 
tion is what creates, literally, reality. 

We may be very important 
beings indeed. Keep your eyes peeled. 
Observing makes it so. 

And if you're bored or 
depressed by your everyday life, things 
will seem meaningless to you. That's a 
delusion. We're too superficial. We 
need to push guotidian reality away and 
rise above it in order to find meaning 
and fulfillment. The möre we're hooked 
into material things, the less meaning or 
importance we feel, and the flatter 
things get. 

And here's where the weird 
gets familiar, because that's what the 


ancient mystical insights have told us 
all along, for thousands of years. In 
Zen, it's Samsara -- the world of greed, 
anger, and ignorance that keeps our 
attention trapped on the material world. 
In the Hindu tradition, it's called Maya, 
the grand illusion of the European 
alchemists. What we think of as reality 
is but an illusion we create in our own 
minds, to allow us to navigate the dance 
of energy that surrounds us. We need to 
peer past that distraction to find the 
essence. 

A glimpse of higher realities 
can be enough to transform a person, 
too. Seeing a UFO, for instance. A hint 
of wider, wilder things opens up each 
mind it encounters. Soon, there may be 
enough of us who know that left- 
brained science isn't enough. Sooń 
there may be reached a threshold and 
suddenly the majority will at least be 
open to a wider world. 

Once that happens, major 
changes are inevitable. 

It'll be, literally, an Alien 
Dawn. 


*The most urgent necessity at 
the moment is to create a new philoso- 
phy based upon the recognition of 
underlying reality.” (p.291, 92) 


-Gene Stewart 


52 


LAST BETRAYAL 


BY GENE STEWART 


von Klensch committed what he thought was his last 

betrayal, his ultimate sellout. He cried later, but not as he 
stood at the counter, not as he used the tacky-yet-greasy pub- 
lic ballpoint-on-a-chain to write his name a dozen times while 
filling in the three-part, color-coded form. 

He saw several ghosts on his furtive walk home. His 
feet hesitated each time a dead-and-gone face hovered before 
him, each time a spectral hand sought to detain him with a 
misty touch. His feet, wrapped in silk stockings, tiny and 
encased in polished shoes, moved like rabbits sure the fox was 
near. They darted, froze, and quivered, toes twitching. 
Klensch never screamed. He did not even gasp. So thorough- 
ly did he concentrate on gaining his third-floor walkup that, 
beyond the ghosts, he barely noticed anything or anyone that 
he passed. He walked in his jerky, tentative way through his 
own world as if remotely-controlled by the inhabitants of 
planets orbiting unseen stars. Klensch climbed the stairs, actu- 
ally using his hands as if grasping ladder rungs. Now and then, 
every third or fourth step, his eyes squinted shut and he groped 
to the left, to touch the wall with white-gloved fingertips. This 
small ritual gesture stabilized him enough to let him climb on. 

By the time he reached his apartment door, he was 
breathless, flushed as red as Memorial Day sunburn, and con- 
vinced that he must be disheveled. Five minutes now belied 
his prior urgency as they went toward straightening his collar 
and snugging his tie, toward precisely adjusting his vest and 
plucking the string-sharp garrotes of his trousers’ creases. He 
primped, fluffed, and aligned. A mirror would have been 
superfluous, so completely did he check his appearance by sheer 
sense of neatness and delicate touch. When he slipped the key 
into the lock, his breathing was normal, his lips a bit pursed, his 
pencil-line mustache an upraised curve of inquiry with down- 
ward-drooping ends of disapproval. His face poised itself to 
sneer in repulsion should he encounter something vile upon 
entering his own apartment after but a two-hour outing. This 
readiness to cringe kept his shoulders hunched, his limbs tensed. 

At the two-thirds-open point, his door squeaked. 
This, perversely, pleased him, because it allowed him another 
bit of ritual -- a mental note to oil the hinges. He promised 
himself this slight task habitually, and, just as habitually, for- 
got it as soon as it was made. It was a comfort, like a prayer. 

“It’s me,” he called removing his soiled white gloves 
and tossing them into a trash can that sat by the door. He 
turned and re-locked the door, then called out, “Just me, that’s 
all.” His voice carried well enough to echo flatly, even though 
it was high-pitched and reedy, as if he’d scarred his vocal 
cords with years of yelling. Perhaps he had, he thought, hav- 
ing noticed the decidedly unmanly tone he spoke in. One more 
reason, he told himself, to suppress that urge to sob that came 
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over him at odd moments. 

“Oh, there you are,” a woman said, coming out of a 
room adjoining the entrance hall with a bucket in one hand 
and a wet rag in the other. She wore a thin dress that hung 
unflatteringly over a figure unflattered by many curves. Her 
face, somewhat grim in a neurasthenic way, softened as she 
said, “I have potatoes baking.” : 

“Ella,” he said, going to her and placing his hands on 
her shoulders. “I registered today. As a witness.” 

“You what?” She recoiled from under his fingertip 
touch. Her eyes saddened, her lower lip jittered. “But you said. 
You promised.” Tears rolled, slithered, and dropped off. “You 
told me you’d never.” i 

“I know.” He hung his head, a contrite little boy ‘fes- 
sin’ up. Would it be too much if he wrung his hands? He chose 
not to, but he dared look at her again, and the pain in her face 


shook his heart the way a maddened dog shakes a bloody 


chunk of master-meat. At once he was swollen, stiffly erect, in 
a rutting frenzy. He fell on her, the bucket falling and rolling 
over, spilling filthy water full of suspended particles of crud 
she’d sopped from under the oven, from the kitchen floor’s 
corners. The wet rag flew like a shotgunned bat to flop wetly 
on the wall and slide down in an agony of drips and drops. 
She fell back and hit the back of her head on the hardwood 
floor, mahogany hair on blonde oak boards, but she had the 
wit to spread her legs. She groaned and said, 

“Get it over with,” in a tired voice. 

Klensch rammed and crammed, forcing his way into 
her dryness, blatant in his need to hurt. With each grunt of pain 
she uttered, he grew increasingly unable to contain his growth 
of passion, his crop of explosive sadistic seed. When it 
released, a dark flood in the center of his brain covered him in 
a warm chocolate wave of negation, and it gave him a glimpse 
of death, one that appealed so strongly that he almost laughed 
aloud in anticipatory joy. Rising, he let her tend to herself. He 
tucked and adjusted. “Mess,” he said, waving his hand at the 
spilled water as he stepped through it. 

**You've never cared at all,” she said, on hands and 
knees, trying to ease the burning in her vagina even as she 
used the rag to sop water. “You’ve used me like an appliance 
our entire marriage and you’re crap. You hear me? Shit, crap, 
excrement in a prissy suit.” He heard but ignored her. She 
would, he knew, bring him supper later, same as always. And 
her mood would, he knew, be conciliatory, even apologetic. 
Ella was a drudge who understood the drudge’s place in the 
larger scheme. He knew that, and he smiled, wondering when 
he’d be able to rape her again. 

But when, only a moment later, she came and dumped 
a half-bucket of revolting water on him, he gasped and sat up 
straighter in his wingback and spluttered, “How dare you?” 


“How dare you?” she retorted at once, incensed and 
leaning at the hips to peer into his face as she yelled. “How 
dare you register, when you know full well it will leave me 
stranded. Look at me, damn your perfumed asshole -- no one 
will have me like this but you. You ruined me that day, called 
it an accident and said you’d make good. And you promised. 
You gave your worthless, lying word and I was idiot enough 
not only to dare hope, but to take you at your word, to believe 
you enough that I signed our nuptial contract not three weeks 
after the accident--” 

“Are you ever going to shut the fuck up?” he asked, 
infuriated and uncomfortable in a squelchy, soaked-hen way. 


The fact that he used the otherwise-forbidden word ‘fuck’ did ' 


not even register with him. “Eliza, your new joy will be to 
scrub the floors of tenements and the stairwells where junkies 
and two-dollar do-anything whores relieve themselves in an 
orgy of degradation and squalor. Your new joy, 
my lovely deformed mistress of misery, will be-” 
He yowled as she slammed the empty bucket 
into his face. He tried to ward it off, but his 
hands were too slow, and he rolled right, off the 
chair, which crashed down with him. “Stop it,” 
he squealed. 
“The hell I will. You pig. You liar. You 
damned pig liar idiot.” 
He got away from her kicking feet by 
scrambling on all fours, but this left his shoul- 
ders open to another whack from the bucket. 
“Ow, come on,” he cried, real tears beginning as 
the parts of his face she’d hit started to lose their 
numbness and to hurt. Crawling into a corner, he 
* |stood and covered his head, keeping his face to 
the corner, a punished dolt in a cruel school. 
“Ella, please don’t hurt me anymore.” 

She laughed in contempt. “You come in 
here and rape me--” | 

“It’s a contractual right--” 

“Tt’s conjugal, not rape, you self-cen- 
tered creep. Think about it. All the shit I take 
from you day in and day out and this is how you 
show your pathetic lack of character and grati- 
tude. You abandon me. You register--” Her voice 
failed and she sobbed, then began crying. She 
threw the bucket in a loud clatter into the 
kitchen. 

“Oh, sure,” he said, a touch braver. He turned from 

„|the corner, arms still up to ward off any attack. Knowing she 
was crying, he said, “Laugh. Like it’s funny that I need money 
so badly that I’ll sign up to be a witness to my own precious 
death.” 

“Oh, it’s precious, all right. Your death’s worth, what, 
a couple hundred?” 

“Its rent,’ he said. “It’s letting you indulge in a 
month of luxuries like, well, like potatoes to be baked, carrots 
to be candied.” 

“That was three months ago I had one lousy carrot, 


for God’s sake. You can’t let me live that down, can you? You 
still resent that tiny little expense, as if fresh food’s too good 
for the likes of me or something.” She sagged, tired. “Okay, 
all right, forget it, I’m wrong again.” 

Crying, Klensch said, “I had to, Ella. It’s the only 
way 1 had left to hurt you, can’t you see that?” 

They both knew how important hurt was to their rela- 
tionship. 

She smiled, but without sympathy or humor. “I see a 
pile of wet shit trying to explain the stains. Go to hell.” 

He sobbed harder, genuinely insulted for some rea- 
son. “TIl be giving them my testimony as I die, Ella. It push- 
es the science forward. It’s one of the public good deeds that 
earns golden credits.. They think they can be jump-starting 
brain-dead patients by next year sometime, just like they do 
stopped hearts. Think how important that will be. Brain death 


won't matter so much anymore. And you'll be set for--” 

“Life? About an hour, more like. And then the 
escrow squad will show up and kick me out and I'll be the 
stairwell slave until one of those freaks out there decides to 
gut me for decoration. And why? Because I’ll be widowed, 
you unspeakable creep. I’ll be without spouse, and you know 
the building codes.” 

He opened his mouth, then shut it. His left arm 
numbed and he felt his heart speed. “Oh, Ella.” He’d been so 
focused on his last betrayal, on how deliciously pained she’d 
be when he’d tell her, that he had forgotten about the escrow 
police, the waiting period, all the obstacles imposed by a lib- 


eral Congress that wanted to discourage exactly this sort of 
impulsive registration at the After clinics, along with discour- 
aging unmarried adulthood and, well, so much more. 

So much for deterrence, he thought, in an echo of old 
political debates he’d been too intimidated to join in at work. 
The ads had seemed so clear. Walk in, sign up, be screened, 
pick a date, and they’d hook you up to an experimental brain 
scanner that could capture, so they claimed, your conscious 
thoughts at the moment of death, and beyond. At times, even 
a full minute of post-life images had been captured. One 
famous case featured a Registrant -- as they called these voy- 
agers into death -- named Poe Valdemar who actually kept 
mouthing words even after brain death. His family had 
received a bonus on top of the usual high fee, rumors asserted. 
And even for the standard performers who merely died, the 
money was better than donating blood or organs had ever 
been. Being dead was like walking in on the middle of a 
movie, the ads claimed. You’re sure to pick up the next 
world’s action with slight effort. Registrants had proven that 
much of what came after, at least. Hadn’t they? 

But it was the betrayal of Ella’s trust that had' most 
appealed, and Klensch knew it. He’d always loved letting peo- 
ple down -- it aroused him both sexually and intellectually to 
disappoint, deceive, and thwart expectations. Promises broken 
could bring him to his knees in an orgasmic swoon, if the 
promise had seemed sincere enough and the hurt inflicted by 
its breaking probed deeply enough. ! 

Klensch said, “Anyway, it’s done.” 

“Is it?” Ella asked, a new note of speculation in her 
voice. She came to her contracted spouse and fought through 
his winces and ward-off gestures to place her hands on his cut, 
bruised face. She cupped his cheeks and leaned close, as if to 
kiss the tip of his nose. Instead, she bit it. As he howled, his 
eyes watered. He slammed back into the corner. 

“Do I have your full attention?” she asked, an Ella of 
command now. Klensch nodded, unsure whether to be terri- 
fied or enraged. The urges balanced for a moment, and a 
moment was enough. He truly understood at that moment that 
maybe, just maybe, this woman loved him. Why else struggle 
so hard just to communicate on a basic human level? “Think,” 
she said, voice harsh but quiet, as if forced out through many 
strong emotions. “You signed up. You registered.” 

“Yes, I know,” he whimpered, still not getting it. 

She slapped him. “No. Think. What did you do?” 

“I betrayed you,” he wailed, sorry now, actually 
regretting it. 

She kicked him. “Wrong. Not yet you haven't. 
You're not experimentally, preciously dead yet, are you?” 
And it sank in, or started to. 

He calmed and his eyes got big. “No,” he said, “I’m 
not dead yet. Not at all.” 

“You promised them -- don’t you see?” She moved in 
and pinned him in a hug now, holding him tightly. She whis- 
pered, “Now you can betray them.” 

And he nearly passed out with an inexpressible antic- 
ipation. All those important doctors, all those vital research 


programs, the future of revivatory medicine, all that and more 
now relied on him to keep his word. He started to think it 
through, the implications, the ramifications. “We’d have to 
move. Hide. Change our names. Start over completely.” 

“Yes,” she said, eyes closed, rubbing against him. 


“Yes.” 

“Tt would be a life of, of--” 

“Crime,” she told him. 

He knew it would be hard but it would give him 
almost constant stimulation to live outside society’s rules and 
constraints. Had it always been there? Had such an elegant 
solution to his century’s deep malaise been lurking in front of 
him, just beyond his programmed, planned, manipulated focal 
length? Just out of reach of his constrained, contained. life? It 
had never occurred to him, but now he saw it clearly. A whole 
new world, all of it stimulating, all of it beyond the focus of 
deadly dull conformities defining this dictated, doomed life 
he’d been told from birth to live, waited one step away, one 
small decision distant. “Oh, Ella,” he sighed. 

They made love, for the very first time without a 
sliver of mistrust or disappointment between them, with no 
cruelty or masochistic passivity, and both, for the first time in 
their fifteen year contract, were fulfilled. Hell, they came their 
brains out. Out, outward: A surge of compensatory joy shiv- 
ered nerves as the pain of exclusion chomped down, teeth on 
bone. Now he knew as he thrust into her so smoothly that 
being an outsider, no, an outlaw -- being outside all constraints 
oh yes, it would finish the last of his resentment, dredge out 
the bottom muck of residual bitterness left by all the humiliat- 
ing encounters with authority, all the groveling he’d had to do 
for others who might squash his bug-shit life. Her excitement 
slicked him, an invitation and initiation both, and her quick 
pants, her gasped declarations of simple-minded enjoyment 
urged him so desperately toward a true release. They could, he 
understood, be free. They could find a release no orgasm 
matched, no enslaved soul shared, and no worker drone might 
imagine. Better than feeling free, though, would be simply to 
feel, to be alive to possibility again -- had they ever been? -- 
to know genuine choice for the dice-roll it could be. They’d be 
alive, vibrantly present, solidly and for the first time there in 
every synapse and cell. None of this could he articulate, 
except perhaps by thrusting a bit more gently, or at a special 
angle just for her, but all of it lay before him, a future of uncer- 
tainty based on decision, on their conscious, willful act of 
deciding. Here or there, this or that, yes or no, stay or go, all 
that and all it implied would be theirs suddenly, as easily as 
waking up, and as hard-earned as dying for a child’s welfare. 
By living as outlaws, they’d betray everything but themselves, 
and would for the first time ever in their experience become 
truly themselves. A fulfillment, like coming home, would be 
theirs for the swallowing: Open wide. They came and came 
and came and laughed and laughed. 

They left then, still laughing, holding hands, deter- 
mined to explore their new world to the fullest -- even as they 
created it, step by step. 
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THE COMPLETIST 


by Stephen Dedman 


Taylor was gloating over his latest acquisition when 
he heard the chime indicating that someone was walking down 
the stairs. He closed the box and hid it under the counter, then 
looked up and smiled as the door slid open. The man's shoes 
were cloned buffalo hide, conservative but expensive like the 
suit, which was designed for air-conditioning rather than an 
L.A. summer. A professional, probably government or multi- 
national (not that there was a lot of difference), possibly a 
Reagan cultist. 

"Can I help-" he began, and shut up as he recognised 
the man's face. "Eric!" he said, a little warily. "What brings 
you down here?" 

"Hello, Bruce," his cousin replied, glancing around 
the shop, which was crammed with memorabilia but empty of 
customers. "How's business?" 

"That depends who's asking," replied Taylor, his 
expression carefully neutral. "Off the record, it's okay. I pay 
the rent, my taxes, the child support, the trash collector, and 
after that, sometimes, I eat. If you're asking in your official 
capacity as a member of the science gestapo, I'd tell you to 
mind your own fuckin' business, unless you got a warrant." 

Eric flushed slightly at the Technology Squad's nick- 
name, but didn't protest it. "Don't worry. This is a friendly 
Visit." 

"You want to buy something?" 

"I said friendly, not insane." He glanced at the price 
tag on a framed poster for Rebel Without a Cause, and shook 
his head disbelievingly. "People actually pay these prices?" 

Taylor smiled thinly. "Do you still have that L.A. 
Confidential daybill, the one signed by Kim Basinger? You'd 
be surprised what I could get you for it, if it's in good condi- 
tion. Some collectors have more money than brains." 

Eric didn't reply. When he was twelve, he'd been 
obsessed enough by the actress to save for months to buy the 
autographed photo. He turned his attention to a picture of 
Jayne Mansfield and asked, "How's your other shop doing? 
The one on Melrose?" 

"Sinematic? It's doing okay," said Taylor, guardedly. 
"I'm just a silent partner, haven't been over there in weeks... 
why?" 

Eric looked away, pretending to be fascinated by a 
lobby card for The Bride of Frankenstein. "They sell cloned 
body parts there, don't they?" 

"If you mean the Realskin toys, yes. What of it? 
They're legal, aren't they?" 

"So far. They might not be for much longer. How 
much do you know about them?" 

Taylor leaned back slightly in his chair, and man- 
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aged not to look at the box under the counter. "According to 
their advertising copy, they've been cloned from porn per- 
formers, the same way they can now clone hearts and kidneys 
and livers and that sort of thing. Some sort of process that lets 
them just grow one organ, not a whole body, in a few weeks, 
but you'd know more about that than I would. They've got 
some gadgets inside them that keep them alive, keep them at 
body heat and keep the juices flowing, but they're really just a 
higher-tech and more expensive version of the plastic cocks 
and pocket pals you've been able to buy for years." 

"You think that's all they are?" 

Taylor shrugged. "How much difference is there 
between taking a few skin cells and cloning them, and taking 
a mold from the same body part and selling that?" Eric looked 
revolted, but not astonished. "The law's quite explicit; clone or 
no clone, as long as there's no brain attached, it's not a human 
being. It's a spare part, and therefore a marketable commodi- 
ty. Besides, for some of our customers, that's as close as they'll 
ever get to human contact." 

"I won't argue with that," Eric muttered. 

"Don't try to tell me you've never wondered what it'd 
be like to fuck a movie star?" 

"Wondered, yes... but a movie star, or any woman, is 
more than just a..." He took a deep breath, and looked his 
cousin in the eye. "Look, Bruce, I came here to warn you, not 
to spar with you. For the moment, Realskin products are legal, 
though that may not last; there are bills being written that'll 
prohibit the use of cloned parts for frivolous purposes, and 
don't give me any of that bullshit about 'therapeutic uses', 
because I'm not buying it. At best it's fetishism; at worst, it 
smells a lot like necrophilia. Realskin's being investigated, and 
so are the shops that sell their crap, including yours. If we find 
one case where the owner of the genes didn't explicitly give 
consent to the cloning, the shit's going to hit the fan. The 
problem is counterfeiters, as usual. There's rumours of parts 
being offered on the black market that the copyright holders 
didn't authorise. Parts that're supposed to be cloned from 
actresses, models, singers, and so on. Expensive, sure, but 
like you say, collectors will pay for them." 

He watched Taylor carefully, waiting for any reac- 
tion, but saw none. "If they're fake, that's fraud. If they're real, 
that's a violation of the likeness laws, and I don't need to 
remind you what you can get for that." 

Taylor winced visibly. It'd had required the services 
of a very expensive lawyer and some hefty bribes to keep him 
out of jail after he'd been caught with copies of porn with the 
faces of the participants morphed into those of Marilyn 
Monroe and JFK. 

"And if that doesn't scare you, remember this; coun- 


terfeits are often badly made, and when you're dealing with 
biotech, mistakes can be very nasty." 

Taylor repressed a yawn. "Realskin isn't making 
transplants. They're sex toys, that's all. How dangerous can 
they be? But thanks forthe warning; if anyone offers me any 
counterfeit cunts, I'll let you know." 

Eric shook his head. "How can you work in a place 
like this?" 

"It beats going through old Elvis movies and painting 
in halos," replied Taylor, sourly. "Thanks for the warning. 
Was there anything else?" 


Taylor grinned as he shut the shop, and took the box 
out from under the counter. The device inside was a block of 
warm, pale flesh with two orifices, and a few controls hidden 
behind an ivory panel. The important thing, as always, was the 
certificate of authenticity enclosed in the box, this one pro- 
claiming that the flesh had been cloned from one of his 
favorite porn stars, a goth named Alice Pooryorick. He already 
had all of her movies - all of the movies she'd ever make, too, 
if the rumors of her death in 2020 were true - as well as other 
souvenirs. His grin widened as he fondled the clone's clitoris 
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and watched the pierced labia slowly part. If Eric was right 
about Realskin being investigated, demand for items like this 
was going to increase enormously... not that Taylor had any 
intention of selling his own collection. As a younger man, he'd 
liked to claim that everything he collected was an investment, 


_ but he'd never really believed it, and no longer needed to bull- 


shit anybody about it. Maybe, later, he'd buy another piece of 
Alice's flesh and keep it in the box to sell to another collector 
as mint... but now, his erection was almost painful, and he 
quickly unbuttoned his fly and slowly inserted his cock into 
the warm vagina. The hymen inside resisted for a moment, 
then ruptured messily. He shuffled 
awkwardly towards his bed, the 
toy still impaled on his erection, 
then stepped out of his trousers 
and dropped face down onto the 
Realskin futon, thrusting urgently 
for another minute before climax- 
ing. A moment later, he walked to 
the shower, and washed himself 
and the toy, which he returned to 
the box. He used the toy again the 
next morning, while watching one 
of Alice's movies - her first audi- 
tion from Dirty Debutantes. The 
sensation wasn't quite as strong as 
it had been the night before, so 
after the shop shut later that 
evening, he applied KY to the toy's 
anus and fucked that instead, to 
the accompaniment of her screams 
from her first double penetration 
scene. Even that proved somehow 
disappointing, emotionally as well 
as physically, and he wondered, as 
he showered, whether he'd used 
too much lube. He looked down, 
and realized that he was mauling 
his cock so thoroughly that it 
should have been painful... yet he 
felt almost nothing. With his eyes 
shut, he could barely even tell 
whether the water splashing on it 
was hot or cold. He stepped out of 
the shower and dried himself 
hastily, then grabbed the phone. 
He winced as the probe was inserted for a swab, but there was 
almost no pain. 7 

"We won't have any results until tomorrow after- 
noon," said the nurse, "But it doesn't sound like any STD I 
ever heard of before." 

"What does it sound like?" 

The nurse shrugged. "There are a few things that it 
might be, but all of them would have other symptoms first. 
You had any difficulty breathing?" 

"Not that I've noticed. I don't get a lot of exercise, 


and I have smog filters on the air-con." 

"Pain when you urinate?" 

"No." 

"Loss of sensation anywhere else? Your legs, for 
example?" 

"No." 

"Hmm. Well, there's no rieed to panic. We'll see if 
anything shows up in the samples, and get back to you." 

"Can I see a doctor?" 

"At this hour? I can page one; what's your insurance 
like?" 

It was a slow day, and Taylor was thinking of closing 
the shop early. The lack of sensation from his genitals was 
almost worse than a pain; he kept having to adjust his clothing 
to make sure he wasn't cutting off the circulation, and prod- 
ding himself in other places to make sure the loss of sensation 
hadn't spread. He'd woken with an erection, but had been 
unable to do anything to bring himself to orgasm, and it had 
dwindled in less than a minute. The doctor he'd seen at the 
STD Clinic the night before had been as non-committal as the 
nurse, though she'd asked the same embarrassing guestions 
and a few more besides, until he suspected she thought the 
problem was psychosomatic. He jumped when the phone rang, 
then picked it up hastily. The screen showed Keith, the man- 
ager at Sinematic, with a backdrop of DVD cases and sex toys. 

"Hi, Bruce," he said. "We've got a guy in here who 
wants clones of Nanda Devi's tits. Are they available?" 

"Probably, but I don't - hold on a second. Do you 
know the guy?" 

"No. Why?" 

"I had a tip-off the other day; the science gestapo's 
cracking down on bootleg clones. Tell him you'll have to 
check with Realskin to see if they can custom-make a pair, and 
that you'll get back to him to tell him if, when and how much." 

"Okay." Keith signed off, and Taylor sat back ginger- 
ly in his chair, crossing his legs absent-mindedly, then hastily 
uncrossing them again. The phone rang again a few minutes 
later. 

"Mr. Taylor? It's Doctor Steinberg. Your test results 
have come back from the lab..." 

"And?" 

"They're negative for everything we asked them to 
check for, but we did find something unusual. We thought, at 
first, that the platelet count in your urine was too high, but 
they turned out not to be platelets. Unfortunately, we're not 
sure what they are." 

l "What're platelets?" ; 

"Clotting factors," she replied, and saw that he still 
looked blank. 

"They're the cells in your blood that cause it to clot 
when you cut yourself. These things are similar in structure, 
but they're not platelets, and they're not yours. Can you think 
of anything they might be?" 

Taylor was sitting on the toilet when he heard the 
doorbell ring. He'd gotten into the habit of trying to pis every 
hour or so, rather than run the risk of wetting himself without 


noticing. He pulled up his pants, buttoned them hastily, and 
staggered to the door. "Eric! Thanks for coming!" His cousin 
looked worried as he closed the door behind him, and his 
expression became even more sour as Taylor recounted his 
story. "I think I've caught some damn disease from the thing, 
one that no one's ever seen before," he rasped. "Probably some 
fault in the cloning process. So if you want my help in shut- 
ting these labs down, you got it. Just find out what the fuck 
I've caught and what you can do to cure it." 

Eric bit his lip. "That may not be as easy as it sounds. 
Even if it's just a new strain of some existing disease, some- 
thing that mutated during the speed-cloning, there may not be 
a cure. And there's another possibility. It may not just be slop- 
py infection control. It may be a..." 

"What?" 

Eric sat down and steepled his fingers. "It sounds 
like an inhibitor." 

Taylor's eyes bugged slightly. "Oh, it's inhibiting me, 
all right. What the fuck does that mean?" 

"That... toy...." He spat out the word as though it were 
a mouthful of rotten celery, "that thing you've been sticking 
your dick into... just because it's cloned from human cells and 
looks like part of a woman, doesn't mean it's a human being. 
They use boosters to make it grow some parts that it needs to 
stay alive, in as much as it is alive, and inhibitors, to stop it 
growing parts that they don't want. Mainly the brain. Are you 
with me so far?" 

"I think so." 

"The pirates who made that... creature... may have 
cut some corners. Or they may've used counterfeit equipment, 
cheap copies of the stuff that Realskin uses. Either way, the 
inhibitors may not have switched off the way they're supposed 
to... and they may have entered your bloodstream. I'm going to 
have to run some tests, but it sounds to me as though you've 
caught something that's cutting off the nerves between your 
genitals and... well, the rest of you." 

"What?" 

"It may be worse than that. The damage may spread 
through the rest of your body; it may even reach the brain. As 
I said, we'll have to run some tests, but we'll need to know 
what it is and what it's likely to do before we can work out 
how to stop it. We'll need the sex toy, too." When Taylor did- 
n't react, Eric snarled, "It's your decision. Don't think anyone 
else at the lab is doing this for your benefit. They're much 
more interested in getting something we can use to shut down 
this creepshow." 

Taylor glowered at him, then shuffled to the bedroom 
and returned with the box. "You can get off your high moral 
horse," he said, sullenly. "We all turn human beings into sex 
objects sometimes. At least I pay for it." 

Eric shook his head in disgust, but was unable to 
think of a good response. "You'd better call your other shop, 
tell them to bring in any bootleg clones they have, and a list of 
any customers who've bought the damn things. And you may 
want to put up a 'Closed' sign here, too. You may not be back 
for a while." 


Taylor spent three days in the L.A. County Medical 
Examiner's Office before they discharged him. The team had 
taken ‘his Realskin futon, even though it had been legally 
cloned from the skin of another of his favorite performers, but 
he was tired enough to sleep on the couch. The phone woke 
him the next morning, and he fought his way out of the twist- 
ed sheets to answer it. "Whuh?" He stared at Eric, who looked 
grim but faintly relieved. 

"I've got some good news," he said. "There's no sign 
of the inhibitor in any of your other nerve tissue. We were 
worried that it might isolate-your heart, or maybe even cause 
your cerebrum to atrophy, but there's no sign of that." 

"Oh, thank God," breathed Taylor, then looked at his 
cousin's face moreclosely. "Anything else?" 

"Not yet. They're still looking for ways to stop the 
progression and reverse the damage it's already done, but it's 
not been given high priority. The good news is that it doesn't 


appear to be life-threatening." 

"Uh-huh. Thanks." He stood, then looked down as 
something bounced off his foot. His cock - rigid, almost pur- 
ple, and.longer than it had been in years was still attached to 
his bulging scrotum, but both lay on the floor. There was no 
blood, only a small hole amid the folded skin of his crotch, but 
he screamed until his throat was raw. 
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Pine Valley Cosmonauts 


The Executioner’s 
Last Songs Vol.1 


(Bloodshot) 

Think about the death penalty. It’s kind 
of ridiculous. We’re supposed to be a 
God-fearing nation and yet we presume 
to do as God does: take the life of oth- 
ers. And hey, didn’t J.C. Hisself say 


something about turning the other 
cheek. Yes suh, if we rightfully recol- 
lect, our Savior certainly did have this 
thing about killing one’s fellow man. 
The death penalty. Inequity of 
inequities. We must stop it. The folks at 
Bloodshot Records feel the same way; 
so they’ve rounded up talents like The 
Waco Bros., Mekons, Steve Earle and a 
number of fine talents from their own 
roster to-give the alt-country treatment 
to songs about murder, hanging, the last 
mile, and murder. Kind of a funny way 
to bring attention to an injustice. 
Making the subject of said injustice 
entertaining; nevertheless, Executioner 
is a damn fine disc. Eighteen songs and 
not a bad one in the bunch. We espe- 
cially liked the Wacos’ cowpunk take 
on The Adverts’ “Looking Thru Gary 
Gilmore’s Eyes,” Diane Izzo's haunting 
interpretation of the now hugely popu- 
lar, “Oh Death,” and Steve Earle's met- 
aloid bluegrass rendition of The 
Kingston Trio's *Tom Dooley.” There's 
others that are growing on us the more 
we listen, and the more we listen, the 
more we start to think that maybe, even 
for vengeful, Godless types like us, the 


danny hellman 


death penalty just might be cruel and 
unusual punishment. Until our thoughts 
turn to Osama bin Laden. 

(dom salemi) 


Various 
Forceable Entry 
(Columbia) 


All new World Wide Wrestling 
Federation themes songs that rock. Yes, 
yes, they do, and most of them are pret- 
ty bitchin’. Still, what does “bitchin’” 
have to do with wrasslin'? My God, 
wrestlers, they once bestrode the world 
like colossuses. Buddy Rogers, Fred 
Blassie, The Fabulous Moolah! These 
were man’s men and they didn’t need 
no damn music! No, the thunderous 
adulatory cheers of the worshipful 
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throng were all these men needed. The 
magnificently and naturally muscled, 
Bruno Sammartino, wrestled apes for 
fun; he didn’t need a Kid Rock futzing 
with Z.Z. Top’s “Legs” to presage his 
ring entrance. Hell no, all Bruno need- 
ed to do was part the backstage curtain 
to bring the house down. Today, to help 
us differentiate one steroid monster 
from another, we need leit-motifs. Rap 
metal with its hoarse exhortations to 
nothing at all and its sludgy choppy two 
chord riffs. Mindlessness as cri de 
coeur. Imbecility as badge of honor. 
Vaguely tuneful. Testostoroid laded to 
the point of absurdity. Hell, past the 
point of absurdity. Everything smack- 
ing of the man who doth protest his het- 
erosexuality way too friggin’ much... 
How can you not love it? It’s a new 
day, baby. The old days are gone. Get 
with it or get lost. If you want to get 
with the best, here, lend an ear to 
Marilyn Manson, Rob Zombie and 
Monster Magnet; they know how to 
make like the cock of the walk without 
crossing over into effeminacy. The 
worst, Limp Bizkit, Creed, entertain 
while lacking all conviction. Bruno 
may not approve of any of this; but 
then, he was a man. (dom salemi) 


Reverend Beat-Man 


and the Un-Believers 
Get On Your Knees 


(Voodoo Rhythm) 
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Our highly insane but loveable 
Reverend, soi disant rock n rolling aya- 
tollah, would have you believe that any- 
one can amble down to a thrift store, 
purchase a few electrified instruments 
and start a rock and roll band. Well, 
maybe, but not necessarily a good rock 
and roll band. Certainly not a great rock 
and roll band. Which the Reverend and 
his Un-Believers actually happen to be. 
We'd like to talk about the music crazed 
Mississippi gut-bucket blues and hell- 
billy r 'n' r with haunting slide guitar, 
darkhouse organ and insidiously infec- 
tious riddims - but it’s pointless, really, 
because none of it means a goddamn 
thang without the Beat Man’s voice. 
Everything revolves around that voice: 
raspy, whiskey-soaked and sepulchral. 
Half-formed, rudely stamped, it puts the 
ghouls in ghoulabilly, makes the blues a 
ghouls and gospel a ghouls-spell. When 
the good Rev warbles about being 
“Back In Hell,” you believe him. When 
he declaims “The Lord Is Coming 
Back,” he makes you unsure whether 
it’s to usher him into heaven or to drag 
him into the nether regions. Surely it 
ain’t so for one making such a joyful, if 
discordant noise unto the Lord as in 
“Fuck You Jesus Fuck You Oh Lord.” 
Personally, we wouldn't address. the 
High and Mighty in such a fashion but 
the ways of genius are surpassing 
strange. Just ask ole Jerry Lee, another 
visionary walking the tightrope 
between inspiration and damnation. 
He’d understand. And approve. 

(dom salemi) 


RACER 
Various 


Badsville 
(Acetate) 


Wonderful soundtrack to the rockumen- 
tary of the same name, features thirteen 
L. A. bands of varying degrees of com- 
petence putting their best foot forward. 
Meaning that almost every track here is 
a winner as almost every band in the 


world has one good song in them, n'est 
pas? What we were really taken with 
were The Superbees’ Stooges’ stylings 
on the opening track, “I’m Loose,” The 
Hangmen’s “bratty 60s punk strut, 
“Downtown,” and Bubble’s irresistibly 
catchy hard rock gem, “Don’t Talk To 
Me.” When we use the term “taken,” 
we’re telling you that these are the cuts 
that would have us looking for the 
bands’ full-length CDs at our local hip 
music parlor. That’s right, even after 
only hearing one song; that’s how good 
these performances are. The sleazy 
punk of Texas Terri intrigues us but we 
might be biased as she likes to get 
naked on stage and soil herself. We also 
dig Dragbeat - a combo tincturing their 
punk with cocktail lounge flavorings - 
as they have a gorgeous.redhead with a 
come-hither voice who wears tight 
skirts that end somewhere around her 
navel. 

(dom salemi) 


Coal Chamber 


Dark Days 


(Roadrunner) 


There must be a name for this black 
black black portentous harsh metal. 
This bastard child of Black Sabbath and 
Godflesh. The bands assaying this terri- 
tory, their name is legion; nevertheless, 
Coal Chamber stands apart. Like the 
best mescal, their sound overwhelms 
the heart, guts and the brain. Much of 


this is due to the band’s emphasis on the 
rhythms, the interplay of bass and 
drums which are allowed to serve as 
both anchoring and dual lead to the 
fractious guitar riffs winding in and out 
of the unkempt and splenetic mixtures 
of cacophony and peevish harmony. 
Vocals ape the hoarse growling so pop- 
ular in the genre but are cleverly modu- 
lated with muttered asides, hostile 
croons and plangent susurrations. 
Taking a cursory look at the lyrics - 
does anyone do so these days? - one 
finds C.C. and company toying with the 
usual themes of betrayal, foreboding 
and sickness-unto-death. The opening 
cut, has the group caricaturizing them- 
selves as “friends for the fans and fod- 
der for the press” while making ironic 
analogies to cinematic grotesqueries 
The People Under The Stairs and Crash. 
In *Beckoned,” amidst the usual litany 
of complaint, we’re told that “lunacy is 
an argued taste.” Elsewhere, love is the 
“air one breathes” but it “chokes.” This 
is the harsh croak of laughter of the 
jaded aesthete, the cynical lover of art 
who has Beauty seated at his knees and 
now rails against her. Solely for his 
own amusement. The trick here, is that 
Coal Chamber manages to amuse us as 
well. 

(dom salemi) 


GR See ee 
Various 
Ramones Forever 


(Radical) 


It’s probably about time for a tribute to 
this seminal punk, hell, thee punk band. 
Although it seems like just yesterday 
that these glue-sniffin’ boys from 
Queens were ducking the slings and 
arrows of outraged rock scribes, its 
been, what? about twenty-five years 
since the release of their first album? 
So perhaps it’s time. Hell, the band’s 
practically an institution now. I mean, 
you've got “Beat on the Brat” being 
used to rally the fans at Yankee's games 
fer Chrissakes! Still, there's nothing 
more boring than an album, CD, cas- 
sette, whatever, slavishly paying its 
respects to someone or other by slavish- 
ly recreating the original tunes note for 
friggin’ note. Which is what would have 
happened had this been an American 
effort. Not to worry, though, as this is a 
foreign comp and thankfully we have 
all these arty, mostly Belgium (read, 
French) deconstructing classic 
Ramones’ cuts and putting them back 
together in all manner of ways. Ya get 
electro-pop, lo-fi garage, ska, lounge 
and the altogether indescribable. Plus a 
few brave souls writing original songs 
as tip-of-the-hat-in-passing and not as 
homage. Very entertaining, very lovely 
and very much welcome. 

(dom salemi) 


TURTIT HEL 
pea 


TARNE MIN 


King Khan & His 
Ce Oe eee 


Shrines 


Three Hairs And Your Mine 


(Voodoo Rhythm) 


The fractured English in the press kit 
really cracks us up (of course the head 
of the record company is from 
Switzerland and our Swiss ain’t too 
good either): *. . . so under your skin 
music you gonna kill your self after lis- 
tening ...? Oh-tay, baby, whatever. We 
say whatcha got here be completely 
whacked sixties soul stylings courtesy 
of an Indian (by way of New Delhi not 
the Dakotas) punk singer. 
Accompanied by everything but the 
kitchen sink: four piece horn section, 
piano, organ, female back-up singers, 
percussionist. Plus Harry Bo as Tarzan. 
This on top of the classic 
guitar/bass/drum set-up. Khan’s voice 
is a little thin, but he’s smooth, got ‘tude 
to burn and writes songs that would 
bring a smile to the face of Isaac Hayes. 
Although the Black Moses never 
smiles, still, we're guite certain Ike 
would have a hard time keeping a 
straight face while listening to jellyroll 
jams like “The Mashed Potato Itch” 
and” Kukamonga Boogaloo.” Or hot 
buttered soul offerings a la “Fool Like 
Me” and “Que Lindo Sueno.” 

(dom salemi) 


Pitch Black 
Pitch Black 
(Revelation) 


Lessee . . . this combo had its genesis, 
er, rose from the dead, on Halloween. 
The drummer is a literal ghoul, i.e., 
eater of deceased type persons. The 
bassist comes from Sleepy Hollow. 
Yeah, we get it, these darklings are 
Misfit clones. Nothing worse than 
Misfit clones. So this eponymous CD 
was tossed on the stomp-into-tiny- 
pieces pile. Big mistake, ‘cause when 
we finally decided to give this thing a 
spin, we found these here eleven selec- 
tions to be very un-Misfit like. What 
they turned out to be, much to our sur- 
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prise, were marvelous mosh-punk mor- 
bidities mixing trashy horror film sensi- 
bilities and a little Gothic atmospherics. 
Declaimed by a singer whose sepul- 
chral braying was about as far removed 
from Glen Danzig as was inhumanly 
possible. Although many of the compo- 
sitions bordered on the amelodic and 
were played angstlich, the tone 
throughout was playfully crepuscular, 
the textures cheerfully marmoreal. 
Pitch Black may have one foot in the 
grave but they’re winking at us from the 
cemetery. When they ain’t winking 
though, P.B. sound like they’re on a 
first name basis with the Evil One as 
eerie cuts like “The Bride,’ which 
would not be out of place in an Argento 
giallo, clearly show. 

(dom salemi) 


Gasoline 
Fake to Fame 
(Estrus) 


The playful, Japanese post-modern 
take on western pop has become the 
flavor du jour for musical adventurists 
and no one does it with more slap-dash 
aplomb than Gasoline. Fake to Fame 
finds the band playfully reconstructing - 
or is that deconstructing- 60s garage 
rock, psychedelia and funk whilst care- 
lessly heaving all manner of ungainli- 
ness into the mix. “Step on the Gas” por 
ejemplo, finds the band blithely stealing 
from the Kinks’ power chord book as 
the singer deliberately transmogrifies 
his *R's” and the drummer rides his 
cymbals into the ground. “You'll 
Remember” is classie surf rock loving- 
ly undone by hamfisted rhythm guitar. 
“Beat in Blue” juxtaposes chaotic hard 
rock with tinny, badly crooned pop. 
There are probably many more inside 
jokes we’re missing since most of this 
is sung in Japanese; nevertheless, we 
give this outing two thumbs up. Which 
spells “supewb” in any language. 

(dom salemi) 


ea 
Miles 
Live @ 
Fillmore East 
1970 


It’s About That Time 


Davis 


(Sony/Columbia 
Legacy) 


Well, it's about time 
that — Columbia/Sony 
started digging around 
in their vaults for some 


of that prime electric Miles stuff that's 
been languishing there for years. This is 
the first, and it's worth all the waiting. 
Recorded at the Fillmore East on March 
7, 1970, this 2 CD set marks the last 
appearance on a regular basis of Wayne 
Shorter with Miles. The group is filled 
out with Chick Corea on electric piano, 
the great Dave Holland on both acoustic 
and electric bass, the sublime Jack 
DeJohnette on drums, and Airto on per- 
cussion. This was after the recording of 
the seminal Bitches Brew, and before 
my favorite period of Agharta and Dark 
Magus which featured the truly stagger- 
ing sound of Mr. Pete Cosey on stun 
guitar. But not to worry; this thing rocks 
from start to finish. We get two sets 
when the Davis group was opening for 
Neil Young and Crazy Horse. Can you 
imagine that show? How did Neil fol- 
low this stuff? But you can tell from the 
crowd reaction that most of them were 
probably overwhelmed, never having 
heard' music like this. There's the out, 
hard-pounding stuff that we came to 
know later, but also there's passages 
that mix the heaviness with the almost 
hard bop lines that Miles and Shorter 
would play. It's amazing. Shorter would 
soon hook up with Joe Zawinul and 
form Weather Report, a group that did 
some genre-busting of their own. Treat 
yourself right and pick this up. I think 
it's not only better than about two thirds 
of the other electric period Miles, but 
also more important because it shows 
him changing, adopting the sound and 
feel of the rock scene while not shed- 
ding his jazz roots. Absolutely essential. 
(Jim Schoene) 


Acid Mothers Temple 
& The Melting Paraiso 
U.F.O. 

New Geocentric World 


(Sguealer Records) 


How in hell can you beat this? A bunch 
of crazy Japanese psychedelic weirdos, 
playing every damn instrument in the 
known world, including monser bass, 
jews harp, peacock harp, bouzouki, 
zurna (I used to have one of those???), 
saxophones, guitars, you name it. And 
the first cut of the seven on this new 
release clocks in at,a measly 21 minutes 
47 seconds!! Seriously, this is amazing 
stuff from one of the great new wave of 
psychedelic bands coming out of Japan. 
They easily rank up there with Ghost, 
and maybe go a bit further out. The first 
track, “Psycho Budha,” has in the 
background, a kind of whirling dervish 
sound going on, like the Master 
Musicians of Joujouka, and then over 
the top is layered strange synth blasts 
and lots of percussion, with some howl- 
ing electric guitar sounds. Pretty hard to 
describe accurately, especially when the 
other-wordly vocals start to creep in. I 
can imagine seeing these guys live 
somewhere, and there seems to be 
about ten or eleven of them, and then 
never returning to any sense of normal- 
cy. You’d never go back to work in your 
boring office, shuffling government 
contracts and purchase orders again. 
You just couldn’t do it anymore. And, 
really, I’m not overstating the case here. 
These guys know how to do it. Sun Ra 
meets the Stooges somewhere near the 
house that old Hawkwind lives in. But 
it’s not all sturm und drang either. They 
have a way with a ballad too. They're 
just as imposing on the “slower” tracks 
as well. This is a very impressive 
release, and if there’s any justice at all, 
it should make them superstars, one and 
all. Really. 

(Jim Schoene) 


BS ESS ee a 
MU 

Merrell Fankhauser 

(Sundazed Records) 


The folks at Sundazed, God bless ‘em, 
in their continuing effort to give us 


every obscure and even semi-obscure 
item of early rock/pop psychedelia, 
have brought forth another lost gem, 
courtesy of Mr. Merrell Fankhauser of 
Hawaii. MU is a two CD set consisting 
of their 1971 self-titled LP, and also a 
second disc of tracks recorded in 1974 
after the band relocated to the Hawaiian 
islands because it was close to the 
alleged location of the lost continent of 
MU. See what you’re dealing with 
here? Anyway, this stuff is a lot better 
than it has any right to be. And I think 
that the reason is that the lead guitarist 
is one Jeff Cotton, also known as 


Antennae Jimmy Semens of the classic, 


Captain Beefheart Magic Band. Right 
off, you can hear that weird, trembly 
slide gui- 
tar thing 
going on, 
and it 
works 
t o o 
Throw in 
some 
good per- 
cussion 
work and 
you’ve 
got some- 
thing. It’s 
n "O srt. 
heavy, 
thunder- 
ing psy- 
chedelia, 
but that 
kind of 
loose, 
hippie- 
style jam- 
ming that E 
character- i 
ized some of the early Grateful Dead 
and Quicksilver sides. The second disc 
fares a bit better in terms of sound, 
especially the bass end. The boys throw 
in some strange sax breaks here and 
there which adds to the overall spaci- 
ness. For me, though, the big deal is that 
slippery, snaky slide guitar work from 
Cotton, who unfortunately left the band 
in 1975 to study the Christian Ministry. 
Ain’t that always the way? Jesus, I 
remember some years back seeing 


Roger Fucking McGuinn doing a nice 
little promo spot for Pat Robertson’s 
700 Club, saying how he had been a 
member since ‘81 or something...it just 
depressed the hell out of me. Can I ever 
listen to “Eight Miles High” the same 
way again? Maybe, I don’t know. But 
the vocals from our MU boys are pretty 
good too. They’ll remind you of early 
Dead, even Moby Grape, who actually 
taught 3 and 4 part harmony to Jerry 
and the boys, but that’s another story, to 
be told by the Unpredictable One, Mr. 
John Oliver. This is a very nice package 
of some pretty obscure California- 
esque psych that fans should check out. 
(Jim Schoene) 


Buff Medways 


This Is This 


(Vinyl Japan) 
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The actual name of Billy Childish's lat- 
est project/band is "Wild Billy Childish 
and The Friends of the Buff Medway 
Fanciers Association," although they go 
by Buff Medways for short. A Buff 
Medway, in case you're wondering, is 
some sort of chicken bred for eating 
that's indigenous to Cheltham, England 
(where Childish is from, I think). What 
this has to do with this aggregation, I 
don't have a fucking clue....BUT the 
band is great! A 3 piecer consisting of 
former Daggermen Johnny Barker on 
bass and Wolf Howard on drums back- 
ing up Childish on guitar and vocals, 
this is probably Childish's hardest rock- 
ing band ever (saying something, as 
he's been in seemingly dozens of bands, 
including the Pop Rivits, Milkshakes, 
Thee Mighty Caesars, Thee Headcoats, 
Thee Headcoat Sect, with members of 
the Downliners Sect, and his solo 
work), and rumor has it they were 
formed as an excuse for Billy to deal 
with his recent Jimi Hendrix obsession. 
The ten songs on this debut LP are, 
indeed, very Hendrix-influenced, and 
the band is even heavier sounding live 
in concert (as witnessed at Cave Stomp 
2001 on November 3, 2001). Highly 
recommended, as well as the 5-6 sin- 
gles they've released.....my only com- 
plaint is that this CD is about 30 min- 
utes long, tops. 

(John Oliver) 


Hong Kong Knife 

Black Leather Discord/Fast Live, 
Die Young 

(Japanese Import) 


Japan's Hong Kong Knife is the brain- 
child of one Joe Alcohol, former Jet 
Boys' bass player, front man, and racon- 
teur. In the mid-90's, he and Jet Boys 
guitarist Ass-Man Ono quareled over 
the future direction of that band, with 
Mr. Alcohol flying the coop to form his 
own band. While the Ono-led Jet Boys 
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continue to pump out Ramones-influ- 
enced buzzsaw punk-pop sounds, Joe's 
new 4 piece band (Joe on lead guitar 
and vocals) veers toward a harder, more 
complex, rockabilly-influenced direc- 


SRQEGPRRPER HERR REE AE ES 


tion -no less punk, but less hook-laden, 
less commercial-sounding:....which is 
ironic, since the Hong Kong Knife has 
enjoyed some mainstream commercial 
success in Japan, with several of their 
songs featured in TV shows and film 
soundtracks. Their latest full-length 
effort is a double CD - one disk, Black 
Leather Discord, is their latest studio 
album, and the second disk, Fast Live, 
Die Young is a raucous live show from 
2000. The live CD features songs from 
their singles and first 2 albums 
(Heartbreak Jet Saloon and Break State 
Survivor), and serves as a great intro- 
duction to the band. The new studio set 
material runs the gamut from rockabil- 
ly-ish instrumentals to hard rocking out 
and out screamers, including a cover of 
the Sex Pistols’ "Pills" (billed here as 
"Looking For A Kiss"). Joe A. isn't 
much of a vocalist - but he makes up for 
it} with enthusiasm for his work, and 
he's a decent songwriter. Another crazy 
extreme Japanese punk band - to the 
best of my knowledge, none of their 
records have been released over here, 
except for maybe a compilation cut or 
two (I know they do a version of "No 
Fun" on one of the Stooges tribute 
CDs). 

(John Oliver) 


RR GARE MSS 
The Pirates 

Live In Japan 2000 

(Sony Japanese Import) 


One of the truly, seminal, pioneer 
R&R/punk bands of all time, the Pirates 
have been around in one form or anoth- 
er for the past 40 years or so (starting as 
backup band to Johnny Kidd) ....with 
their most prolific recording period 
being from around 1975-1980, when 
the band consisted of the legendary 
Mick Green on guitar, Johnny Spence 
on bass & vocals, and Frank Farley on 
drums. Since then, Mick Green has kept 
the name alive with an assortment of 
bassists and drummers and ringers over 
the years. The team of Green, Spence 
and’ Farley reunited in 2000 to play 
some gigs and tour Japan. This new CD 
is one such show in a crowded arena in 
Tokyo. While the trio now looks like 
part of the supporting cast of a Guy 
Ritchie gangster film (Lock, Stock & 
Two Smoking Barrels, Snatch) and they 
must weigh at least 700 pounds among 
themselves, they can still play like the 
youngsters they were back in the mid 
70's. They perform all of the old Pirates 
favorites ("Please Don't Touch," 
"Shakin' All Over," "You Don't Own 
Me," the theme from "Peter Gun," etc.), 
and they bring out Hiroshi Abe, gui- 
tarist from Thee Michelle Gun Elephant 
(and Mick Green disciple), for part of 
the show. Available only in Japan - 
hopefully, this version of The Pirates 
will record something in the UK for 
release over here. 

(John Oliver) 


The Strokes 
Is This It? 
(RCA) 


To quote Peggy Lee, "Is That All There 
Is?" All things considered, this is a 


decent, strong 
debut effort by a 
band that's obvi- 
ously been influ- 
enced by the 
Velvet Under- 
ground and The 
Smiths, among 
others. However, 
I'm not alone in 
asking - why all 
the hoopla and 
hype? They ob- 
viously have a 
very shrewd 
management team handling them, one 
which booked them on multiple tours in 
the UK and Australia over the last 2 
years, building up an incredible word- 
of-mouth reputation that, frankly, 
would have been nigh on impossible to 
live up to. It also doesn't hurt that the 
band has a very photogenic ex-model 
singer. Regarding the music itself - to 
me, too many of the songs are in the 
same mid-range tempo I initially ques- 
tioned whether they used a live drum- 
mer or drum machine, and I prefer my 


rock & roll a whole lot louder and 
ruder, and the guitars a lot more distort- 
ed. Personally, I think the Mooney 
Suzuki, the last NYC band that got 
hyped to Hell and back, put out a better 
debut album.....but they didn't tour 
overseas and get labeled:by the British 
press as the next savior band of rock & 
roll. I'm interested to see what The 
Strokes do for an encore. 

(John Oliver) 


The Tearjerkers 


Bad Moon Rising 

(Sympathy For the Record [dust 
The Reigning Sound - 
Break Up, Break Down 
(Sympathy For the Record Industry) 


One of my all-time favorite bands was 
The Oblivians out of Memphis, 
Tennessee - a bunch of ne'er-do-wells 
whose lo-fi garage music was egual 
parts Lightning Hopkins, Memphis 
Soul, Rolling Stones, Gordon's gin, and 
mayhem. They broke up several years 
ago, and their various members have 
continued to make music (Greg 
Cartwright and Jack Yarber in the 
Compulsive Gamblers, Greg as solo act 
and in the Deadly Snakes, Jack as a solo 
act). Jack's latest band is The 
Tearjerkers and Greg's is The Reigning 
Sound, both of which recently released 
CDs on SFTRI. Of the two, Bad Moon 
Rising, the Tearjerkers' CD is the better 
effort. The best way to describe this 
album is to assume Jack and his 3 band 
members were stranded on a desert 
island for the last 10 years, with only a 
scratchy vinyl copy of Exile on Main 
Street to listen to on a very cheap mono 
record player - this CD would be the 
result debut of such a band.....a worthy 


continuation of the Oblivians' legacy. 
Greg's new band, The Reigning 
Sound, goes for a more refined, 
poppy, countrified approach. While it 
doesn't really rock like any of his old 
bands, the new band compliments 
Greg's soulful vocals guite nicely. The 
band's sound can best be summed up 
by the one cover song they do -"I'm 
Waiting For the Day" from Pet 
Sounds. Not bad, but not what I 
expect from an ex-Oblivian. I strongly 
recommend the new Tearjerkers CD, 
but am somewhat disappointed by the 
Reigning Sounds. (John Oliver) 
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The Beards 


Funtown 


-(Sympathy For the Record Industry) 
An all female trio consisting of Kim 
Shattuck (guitar, vocals) from the 
Muffs, Lisa Marr (bass, vocals) from 
cub, Buck, and the Lisa Marr 
Experience, and Sherri Solinger 
(drums), also from Buck and the LM 
Experience, the Beards are pretty much 
what you'd expect from musicians with 
their respective pop/rock pedigrees. 
Produced by Jeff McDonald of Redd 
Kross, this is rumored to be a side proj- 
ect to record some of Kim's and Lisä's 
unreleased songs that they felt weren't 
guite appropriate for their "real" bands. 
We wind up with a band that sounds 
like a harder rocking, less cutesy 
cub/Buck (OR a poppier/more melodic 
Muffs, for that matter). As Ms. Marr 
contributed more songs and lead vocals, 
the Beards lean more toward the 
cubs/Buck side of the house. To add to 
the intrigue about the band (at the risk 
of sounding like some bitchy old gueen 
gossip columnist), Lisa's married to 
Muffs bassist Ronnie Barnett, who was 
Kim's one-time boyfriend....whatever.... 
it's good melodic, rocking pop music. 
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The Boards 


Buy it. 
(John Oliver) 


The Dukes of Hamburg 


Some Folks 
(Gearhead) 


Described as "San Francisco's best 
Chinese-American/German 60's garage 
band" by one of the Bay Area's music 
publications recently, the Dukes of 
Hamburg are a quintet of musicians, led 
by front man Russell Quan (ex- 
Mummies drummer, currently in the 
Bobbyteens, the Flakes, Cyril Jordan's 
new band the Magic Christians, and 
several other groups), who dress like 
early 60's Brit rockers, wear long fright 
wigs, pretend to be from Germany, and 
do mostly covers of old mid-60's clas- 
sics. Some Folks, their 4th full-length 
release, but first on CD, establishes 
them as the 21st Century Rolling Stones 
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equiva- 
lent to 
th se 
Scottish 
be cat 
band 
Feb xe 
Kaisers' 
take on 
the early 
Beatles. 
They do 
4 faith- 
ful early 
Stones 
covers 
(Don 
Covay's 
"Mercy 
Mercy" 
done up 
Stones 
style, 
"Little 
By Lit- 
tle," "Off the Hook," and "Empty 
Heart") and killer versions of the 
Easybeats' "Women" (credited to Cole 
Porter on the cover?) and "Hey Joe." 
Along with the Cole Porter reference, it 
appears all of the other songwriting 


credits are equally fucked up - an inside * 


joke, perhaps? Quan does a great Mick 
Jagger, circa '64, and this is the best 
early Stones album since the Chester- 
field Kings' Let's Go Get Stoned from 


1994 (or maybe the last Dukes LP, Bad 
Side of July, from 2 years ago). Kudos 
to Gearhead for signing these guys, so 
their records can finally be released in 
the US (unlike the first three, only 
available now on import). 

(John Oliver) 


Thor’s Hammer 
From Keflavik With Love 
(Big Beat - UK Import) 


Prior to getting my hands on this full- 
length CD, my exposure to this great 
60's band from Iceland had been 2 cuts 
on a compilation called Digging For 
Gold from several years ago. The two 
cuts from Thor's Hammer on that 
release, "I Don't Care" and "Big Beat 
Country Dance" were clearly gems 
from the mid-60's (especially the for- 
mer) that would have been big hits over 
here, had they been released at the time. 
I wasn't aware of the existence of this 
full-length from the band until former 
Flamin' Groovie, Cyril Jordan (lengthy 
interview coming up in a future issue), 
mentioned to me that his current 


favorite CD was a 60's re-release by 
Thor's Hammer - prompting me to go 
out and dig this up. (Thanks, Cyril!) 
Any fans of the early Beatles, Dave 
Clark 5, Kinks, Searchers, etc., will 
love this 20 cut CD (8 of which are 
sung in their native tongue - 
Icelandish?), recorded from '66 to '69, 
with the songs ranging from Kinkish 
rockers to DCSish ballads. The afore- 
mentioned "I Don't Care" and the lead- 
off song "If You Knew" are each alone 
worth the price of this CD. In addition, 
there's a lengthy booklet detailing the 
band's history by Alec Palao (noted histo- 
rian and bassist of The Sneetches and 
Magic Christians). Highly recommended. 
(John Oliver) 


Guitar Wolf 
UFO Romantics 
CBS Japanese Import) 


For some reason (could it be lack of 
sales maybe?), the last 3 albums from 
Guitar Wolf have not been released in 
the US, which is a goddamn shame, as 
they've finally morphed into a power- 
house rock & roll band that finally 
writes good original songs, and plays 
and sings with a degree of actual musi- 
cal talent, in addition to just looking so 
cool - which was their primary attribute 
several years ago. (NOTE: Who can 
forget their "acting" in the zombie flick 
Wild Zero,which consisted almost 
entirely of drinking beer and/or 
combing their hair?) Not only 
that, but their last LP, UFO 
Romantics, actually sounds 
like it was recorded in a proper 
studio by a real producer who's 
not just trying to blow up the 
mixing board through sheer 
volume and noise. I'd like to 
mention some of my favorite 
songs on this CD, but the titles 
(and lyrics, I assume, although 
Lreally can't tell) are entirely in 
Japanese. Guitar Wolf has 
always been known for putting 
on incendiary live shows - 
they've finally caught up in the 
studio, based on their latest 
effort. Available through 


www.cdjapan.co.jp. 
(John Oliver) 


Paul Westerberg 


Stereo 


(Vagrant) 


For those of us who have missed 
the drunken brilliance of the 
Replacements, and who've been 
disapointed by Mr.Westerberg's 
previous solo outings, good news! 
This is the closest he's gotten to the 
spirit and feel of his old band yet. The 
weird part, however, is that I'm not 
referring to his new release, Stereo. 
When you buy this new CD, you also 
get a bonus disk called Mono, which, I 
believe, is a bunch of songs he intend- 
ed to release under one of his side proj- 
ects, Grandpaboy. Mono is the killer of 
the two - more primitive, rocking and 
Replacements-sounding than anything 
he's done since that band. It sounds like 
he's actually having fun playing with a 
real band again. Stereo, on the other 
hand, is more acoustic, more introspec- 
tive, and not all that different from his 
past 3 solo efforts. Buy this for the 
bonus disk. 

(John Oliver) 
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WHAT CRITICS HAVE TO SAY ABOUT 
LEGAL ACTION COMICS VOLUME ONE: 


"A virtual who's who of the last three decades of 
American cartooning.” 


CRUMB *SPIEGELMAN+WILLIAMS*SPAIN | „Sam Adams 
DEITCH +«PANTER«DOUCET*+MILLIONAIRE Philadelphia City Paper 
FICTION BY JIM KNIPFEL & MORE! 
. “The Holy Grail of Alternative Comics has arrived! A 
definite must-have for independent comic fans!” 


Casey Seijas 
WIZARD Magazine 


“Legal Action Comics “ supports a worthy cause, and 
this sometimes brilliant pastiche of contemporary car- 
tooning is certainly worth the price of purchase. 


James Norton 
flakmag.com 


“The strength of “Legal Action Comics” is the diversity 
of contributors, making it a must-have for anyone 
interested in the variety of comic styles out there.” 


Andrew D.Arnold 
Time.com 


“This is a vital look at the current state of independent 
comics and cartoonists, but with an added focus on the 
indominable Hellman. That so many cartoonists would 
come to his aid is bound to make you root for'him as 
well, but | believe this book is worthwhile even without 
a cause behind it.” 


Chris Allen 
COMIC BOOK GALAXY 


Legal Action Comics features comics by legendary contributors such as Robert Crumb, Art 
Spiegelman, Robert Williams, Kim Deitch, Mary Fleener, Gary Panter, Spain Rodriguez, Jay 
Lynch, Tony Millionaire, Kaz, Julie Ducet, and sixty other top talents. 


www.lastgasp.com © www.budplant.com 
www.dannyhellman.com 


BRUTARIAN * 37! 


AN INTERVIEW WITH ACTRESS, 
WRITER AND ARTIST MARY 
WORONOV 
FROM SUCH FILMS AS CHELSEA 
GIRLS AND EATING RAUL : 
AN INTERVIEW WITH PETER MURPHY ` 
COMICS! 
PLUS MORE MUSIC AND FILM REVIEWS! 


AND PART TWO OF THE BILLY LEE RILEY INTERVIEW! 


BRUTARIAN: 


full of sick comics and cool articles....highly educational and funny,,,,A VERY 
BAD ATTITUDE.” 


-Church of the SubGenius 
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CATHLEER’S CULT FEASTIES !!!! 


if you gre tired of the mundane and crave something delicidisiy 
demented to suit your needs, please reed on for a few suggestions 


thet will tichle your knickersi 


x 
TASTY TREATS: 
As one of my favorite sayings goes; 
“it is very nice to eat 
It is very nice to eat 


The world is full of meat and drink 


" 


ery rhyme in which someone dies of botulism or some- 
thing but I think it pretty much spells out how wonderful 
it is to devote your life to pleasure. I am not suggesting 
you go out and shove your face with some nasty junk 
food till you resemble swine, only that you occasionaly 
indulge in some unique and tasty treats at your own dis- 
cretion. 


RICE LIQUOR: If you have a Chinatown near you, and 
while in the neighborhood happen to stumble upon a 
liquor store, you can get a.bottle of this stuff. Rice 
Liquor isn't necessarily going to be interpreted by you 

as delish upon first sip, (I lovingly refer to it as elephant 
vomit) but you should get it anyway. Why? Because at 
the first shot, you will be seeing double and possibly 
hallucinating. But please be careful, this is strong 
stuff, and we all need a liver. I think it's close to 
Everclear in alchohol content. The first drink I 
had of it sent me into a non-stop giggle fit and 
who knows why! 


Onion Rings and Clams on the Half-Shell 
at the Coney Island Boardwalk: 


I once had this combination in the com- 
pany of a doctor who stood aghast at 
the concept of ordering raw clams on 
the half-shell from Toothless Bubba’s 
clamhouse (okay, I made that name 
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up). In response I forced a couple of these delicious little suc- 
culent nuggets down his throat to defend my indulgence, and 
soon he was sucking 'em down like a slug in a lettuce patch. 

These clams deserve some hot sauce and horseradish, 
and are a nice match to some greasy onion rings. Wash it all 
down with a large, cheap beer in a paper cup, obnoxiously 
served to you by some jerky teenager working a summer job 
and you re all set to run to the beach and act your bathing- 
beauty self! 

By the way, rumour has it Disney is interested in 
checking out Coney Island for development of some sorts. 
Mayor Bloomburg said on the local news that he would 
encourage any type of development in New York, so if Disney 
is interested, they are more than welcome to check it out. I 
know T'Il be down there mauling that mouse or tying myself to 
a metal fence to stop this if it ever really happens, because it 
sounds like one of the worst ideas in New York history. 

Anyone located in the area or who cares at all 

about maintaining the character, integrity and 

history of Coney Island, a true Brooklyn 

Institution, please keep yourself abreast of 

this subject so we can fight the gentrifi- 

cation of another NYC neighborhood! 

Gentrification is not progress, nor is it 

the only solution for a healthy, cultural- 
ly rich place to live, work or play! 


And finally, I will end the gastro- 

nomical portion of this column with 

my signature addition of a refreshing 

cocktail recipe. Some of you men 

out there may think it too feminine, 

but I say get off your high horse 
and try the...... 


wy Sere ONE EXCITING 
PP | 
A NIGHT COCKTAIL 
y 


i" 


1 Dash Orange Juice 
1/3 Dry Vermouth 
1/3 Sweet Vermouth 
1/3 Plymouth Gin 
Shake well, strain. 
Sgueeze lemon peel on 
top. Frost the edge of a 
chilled glass with sugar 
before serving. i 


MOVIES: 


The Night of the 
Hunted 


d. Jean Rollin 1980 
IFrench with English 
Subtitles|Starring 
Brigitte Lahaie and 
Vincent Gardenere. 


This film was released by Redemption video, who I am sorry 
to say often put out poorly dubbed and barely audible versions 
of bloody Euro-Slash. The Night of the Hunted is an exception 
with much more to offer than mere gore, (which there is plen- 
ty of anyway), believe me! The cinemetography is beautifully 
done and shows us a futuristic world reminiscent of early 
David Cronenburg films such as Shivers. The plot is a para- 
noid conspiracy-theory fairytale, where mad amnesiacs wan- 
der the halls of a strange institution run by a suspicious staff. 
Nurses and Doctors consistently medicate the patients in order 
to maintain their zombie like state. When two women escape 
and are found naked on the side of the road, the fact that some- 
thing strange is going on becomes known. Are the people in 
this “hospital” truly insane, or is there another, more sinister 
motive behind it’s existence? 

(Note: 1981 this was re-released with added scenes as a 
porno flick. ) 


The House on Straw Hill 
d.James Clark 1975 
Starring Linda Hayden and Udo Kier 


I have been a fan of Udo Kier for guite a while now. A friend 
of mine told me a funny story witnessed in a European hotel 
lobby before an interview with the actor. Udo was apparently 
lounging on a couch when he reached into his shirt pocket and 
pulled out a ciggarette. Before he had the chance to light it, a 
clerk came running up to him and asked him to please not 
smoke in accordance with hotel policy. Mr. Kier was said to 
respond by jumping up, lighting the cigarette and running 


away, frantic, saying loudly,'I have my neeeeedszz!!!” I think 
this sounds pretty funny and wonderfully dramatic, especially 
if you picture his character from Warhol's Dracula or 
Frankenstein. So back to the picture. The House on Straw Hill 
is a soft core porn/horror thriller. Udo plays a writer who goes 
to a house on said Straw Hill to work, work, work. Only prob- 
lem is this weird lady that's really horny and tempermental is 
around all the time. We don't really know why, and neither 
does he. Plus, this lady just won't leave Udo alone! Some of 
the sex scenes, fuzzy with vaseline, are totally wacked out and 
loud to boot. This film is just plain weird. 


WII ee 
Demented Excursions 
HOT DIGGITY’S FAIRY TALE FOREST: 


140 Oak Ridge Rd., Oak Ridge, NJ 07438 
973-697-5656 (General Info) 


Started in 1955 by German Immigrant Paul Woehle Sr, and 
designed by his sons Paul and Eric, Fairy Tale Forest is one of 
those places you rarely see anymore; a small amusement park 
directed at kids sans Bugs Bunny or McDonalds; containing 
sets made of real taxidermy bunnies and goats! (plus scary 
60’s mannequins) The atmosphere is really very strange; the 
sets depicting nursery rhymes and fairy tales are inside a real 
forest-right off one of those lovely interstates in Norther New 
Jersey. Best of all, after you eat at Hot Diggity’s snack bar, you 
can walk through this relic while cruel nursery rhymes sang by 
a chorus of children pour from speakers in the trees, giving the 
impression you are being followed by the youths in Children 
of the Damned. 


“The Wolf and the Seven Kids;” There stood the wicked old 
Wolf! In a flash all the seven kids ran to hide. 
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WE'RE CREAMY, 
WE'RE CRUNCHy 
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